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ACT  FIRST. 

The  ‘‘Jolly  Miller”  Inn  and  Pleasure  Grounds. 

Grand  Fete  and  Pas  de  Vignerons. — Arrival  of  the  Cardinal’s 
Emissaries,  and  their  rencontre  with  the  Adventurer,  who  is 
robbed  of  his  credentials. — D’Artagnan’s  bruise  is  healed  and  his 
heart  endangered. — Loss  of  a  letter  and  a  love. — Pursuit  of  the 

Robber. 

Be  Treville’s  House  in  Paris. 

The  Musketeers  and  their  hobbies. — A  triple  challenge. — Interview 
between  the  Recruit  and  his  Commander. — First  act  of  disobedience 

and  a  race  for  revenge. 

The  Queen’s  Boudoir. 

A  lover  in  the  closet  and  a  traitress  in  the  camp. — The  fatal  gift. — 
The  Cardinal  insults  the  Queen. — Plot  between  the  false  friend 
and  avowed  enemy. — Richelieu  excites  the  King’s  jealousy,  and 
prepares  a  scheme  for  the  Queen’s  disgrace. — Plot  and  Counterplot  . 

“  Who  wins  ?” 


ACT  SECOND. 

Exterior  of  the  Fort  Bt.  Leon. 

Arrival  of  the  Duellists. — More  principals  than  seconds. — Three 
to  one  against  the  Adventurer. — Sudden  turn  in  affairs. — The  foes 
become  friends :  “  One  for  all  and  all  for  one.” 

D'Artagnan’s  Lodging’s. 

An  old  man’s  troubles  and  a  young  wife’s  grief. — Story  of  the 
wounded  Musketeer — The  Cardinal  outwitted,  and  capture  of  the 

enemy’s  baggage. 

Sally-Port  at  Calais. 

Lady  de  Winter’s  perilous  voyage.— The  adventurer  on  his  mission. 
—  D’Artagnan  borrows  a  good  word  of  a  friend. — Pursuit  and  the 

Adventurer’s  escape. 


THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS. 


As  performed  at  Manchester ,  August  2nd ,  1850. 
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KING  LOUIS  XIII.  OF  FRANCE .  Mu.  G.  Preston. 

CARDINAL  RICHELIEU  .  Mr.  G.  Maynard. 

GEORGE  VILLIERS,  DUKE  OF  BUCK¬ 
INGHAM .  Mu.  Rosier. 


COUNT  DE  ROCHEFORT  (an  Emissary  of 

Cardinal  Richelieu' s )  .  Mr.  J.  Webb. 

I3E  TREYILLE  ( Captain  of  the  King's 

Musketeers)  . . .  Mr.  IIodnet. 

ATHOS  /,7  r,  7  7.  r  n  7 If  7  .  ( Mu.  F.  B.  Egan. 

PORTHOS  C  (three  Soldiers  of  the  Musketeer  J  Mi?. 

ARAM  IS 


tMu.  Myers. 
Mr.  Reeve. 


Guard) 

D’ARTAGNAN  ( an  Adventurer) .  Mr.  C.  Dillon. 

BONIFACE  ( a  Spy  of  Richelieu's  and  Hus¬ 
band  of  Constance)  .  Mr.  Gay\ 

POUCHET  {Host  of  the  “  Jolly  Miller")  ...  Mr.  Warlovl 

LE  TOUR  {Lieutenant  of  Bombardiers) .  Mr.  Morgan. 

SEADRIFT  {Captain  of  the  “  True  Briton")  Mr.  Garland. 

JACQUES  (a  Waiter) .  Mr.  J.  Courtley. 

COURIER .  Mr.  Wells. 

Courtiers ,  Soldiers,  Musketeers ,  Peasants ,  die. 

ANN  OF  AUSTRIA  (Consort  of  King  Louis)  Mrs.  C.  Dillon. 

LADY  DE  WINTER  (an  Agent  of  Richelieu's)  Miss  Mortimer 
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Arrival  of  the  Duellists. — More  principals  than  seconds. — Three 
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ACT  THIRD. 

Cabin  of  the  “  True  Briton.” 

The  Duke  is  troubled  with  an  unexpected  companion.— The 
betrayer  and  the  betrayed. — Another  intruder. — The  plot  works. — 
Abstraction  of  the  diamond  studs. — The  Adventurer  discovers  the 
Foundling’s  father. — Another  revelation. — The  Duke  in  a  dilemma. 
— A  friend  in  need. — D’Artagnan’s  dive. 

Parlour  of  the  “  Jolly  Miller” 

Return  of  a  suspicious  guest,  who  encounters  more  suspicious 
companions. — Christening  of  the  cards.— The  gambler  loses  his  gold 
and  jeopardises  his  honour. — Lucky  discovery  and  one  hope  left. 


Street  in  Paris. 

The  place  of  meeting  and  the  hour. — Constance  is  caught  in  a  trap. 
— The  Musketeers  find  employment. — Rescue  of  the  Queen’s  con¬ 
fidante. — Madam  Boniface  made  a  widow. 

Chamber  in  the  Hotel  Grammont. 

Athos,  the  Musketeer’s  warning. — One  effort  more. — D’Artagnan 
makes  another  discovery. — A  good  soldier  but  a  bad  pleader. — He 
gains  the  prize. — Alarm  of  the  Guards. — Pursuit. — “  Fire.’’ — The 
Adventurer  falls. — Fearful  encounter  of  the  Noble  and  his  wronger. 
—A  vain  appeal. — “  Mercy.” — None. — Appalling  revenge  of  Lady 

de  Winter. 


Ante  Eoom  in  the  Palace. 

The  summons  to  the  Ball. — The  Queen’s  failure  and  her  despair. — 

Richelieu  triumphant. 


Saloon— The  State  Ball. 

The  festivities  interrupted. — Arrival  of  an  uninvited  guest. — The 
Cardinal’s  accusation  of  the  Queen. — His  evidence. — The  plot 
thickens. — Dreadful  dilemma  and  the  King’s  threat. — Counter 
evidence. — Anne  of  Austria’s  secret  friend. — Recognition  of  the 
Murderess. — Her  child’s  appeal  for  mercy. —The  cards  come  round. 
---Ten.  to  two.— A  Queen  against  a  Knave. — Punishment  of  the 
C  onspirators. — Reconciliation  of  the  King  and  Queen. — Triumph  of 

the  Musketeers. 


Scene  I. — Exterior  of  the  Jolly  Miller  Inn.  The  Inn  is  raised  on 
a  terrace ,  about  three  feet  above  the  ground ,  l.  u.  e.  ;  a  door  leads 
into  the  house  from  r.  side  of  it,  and  facing  the  Audience  is  a  French 
window  opening  on  to  the  terrace ,  through  which  is  seen  the  interior. 
Beyond  the  house  a  picturesque  landscape  and  distant  village. 
Benches  and  tables  icith  fruit  and  wine ,  r.  and  l.  of  Stage. 

As  curtain  rises  a  fete  is  in  progress,  Male  and  Female  Peasants 
are  dancing  a  Pas  des  Vignerons ,  towards  the  conclusion  of  which 
Count  Rochefort  enters ,  it.  1  e followedby  two  G-entlemen.  The 
Peasants  nearest  him  cease  dancing ,  the  others  then  observe  him 
and  retire  from  the  dance ,  except  one,  Manette,  who  carried 
away  by  her  excitement  seizes  Rochefort,  instead  of  her  late  partner. 
She  instantly  sees  her  mistalce  and  withdraws  in  confusion ,  her  com¬ 
panions  laughing  at  her. 

Roche.  Nay,  blush  not,  my  little  brunette  ;  ’tis  I  that  am  to 
blame  for  marring  your  amusement.  Friends,  pi*oceed  with  your 
dance.  Host !  (Pouchet  advances)  Has  an  English  lady  arrived 
here  within  the  last  hour  ? 

Pou.  ( bowing ,  l.)  No,  your  excellency ;  nor  have  we  had  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  visitor  either  French  or  English,  for  the  last  month  until 
your  excellency’s  arrival. 

Roche.  The  lady  I  speak  of  will  no  doubt  be  here  shortly.  I 
await  her  in  your  house. 

Pou.  The  best  room  of  which  is  but  too  much  honoured  by  your 
excellency’s  presence. 

Roche.  Pshaw !  Folly !  (to  Peasants)  Pursue  your  merry¬ 
making,  I  may  at  least  be  a  witness  if  not  a  partaker.  Host,  take 
this,  (takes  money  from  purse)  and  let  our  honest  neighbours  have 
some  refreshment. 

Exit,  bowed  into  the  inn  by  Pouchet,  followed  by  the  two  Gen¬ 
tlemen.  The  Peasants  all  salute  him  as  he  retires,  then 
prepare  to  resume  the  dance ,  Pouchet  returns  and  advances,  c ., 
all  gather  round  him. 

Pou.  A  great  man  !  Must  be  !  Five  louis-d’ors  is  too  much  to 
spend  at  once  amongst  such  weak  heads,  (aside) 

Jacques.  What  a  glorious-looking  gentleman  ! 
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Manette.  And  I  embraced  him !  ITow  he  did  startle  me. 

Jacques.  Reserve  your  embraces  for  me  for  the  future,  or  I  shall 
be  startled  too. 

Man.  I’m  sure  he  has  left  something  handsome  for  us. 

Jacques.  How  much,  Pouch et  ? 

Pou.  What  think  you  of  five  francs  ? 

Man.  Five  francs?  That’s  none  so  much  ! 

Pou.  ( aside )  Greedy  wretches  !  ( aloud)  But  what  think  you  of 
ten  francs  ? 

Jacques.  Ten  francs?  Huzza! 

Pou.  What  think  you  of  a  louis-d’or  ? 

Jacques.  Huzza  !  A  cheer  for  his  Excellency  ! 

Rochefort  and  two  Gentlemen  appear  at  the  window  and  sit 
within  the  room,  a  Waiter  places  wine  on  table ,  throws  open 
windows  and  exits.  While  this  is  passing  all  the  Peasants 
are  cheering  around  Pouchet,  and  then  go  zip  stage. 

Pou.  A  louis-d’or !  ’twas  almost  too  much,  but  I’ll  give  them  short 
measure  for  it. 

Eocit  into  house. 

Jacques.  Who’ll  dance?  HisExcellencyoughttohave  something 
for  his  money;  come,  pai’tners.  You  and  I,  Manette,  together.  He 
may  be  struck,  and  give  us  money  enough  to  marry,  {as  they  are 
about  to  recommenc-e  Pouciiet  r  ushes  out  of  house  laughing  vociferously ) 

Pou.  Ho,  ho,  ho  !  Stop  your  dancing  !  Ho,  ho,  ho  !  Here’s 
another  visitor,  I  saw  him  coming  round  to  the  yard  from  the 
Calais  Road ! 

Jacques.  On  a  horse  ? 

Pou.  A  horse  !  Such  an  animal  as  eyes  ne’er  beheld  before  ! 

Jacques.  Another  nobleman  ?  Another  Excellency  ? 

Pou.  Not  an  Excellency ;  an  execrable  !  No  prince  unless  the 
Prince  of  Poverty,  and  heir  apparent  to  old  apparel.  But  see !  here 
comes  his  High  Mouldiness,  mounted  on  a  mare  ten  years  older  than 
himself. 

D’Artaonan  ( without ,  u.  1  e.)  Flo,  there  !  hostler  !  Host !  your 
hand  here  !  quick  ! 

Pou.  {concealing  his  laughter)  Coming,  your  mightiness,  {all  laugh) 
Hush  !  keep  your  tongues  quiet  for  awhile  ;  his  Excellency  shall 
have  five  minutes’  sport  from  this  youth. 

Jacques.  But  see,  he  carries  a  sword. 

Pou.  Aye,  so  his  horse  carries  him  that  can  hardly  carry  itself. 

D’Art.  {outside)  Odds  !  must  my  horse  stand  here  untended  ? 

Enters ,  r. 

Sirrah,  host ! — Are  you  he? 

Pou.  ( bowing  obsequiously )  At  your  Excellency’s  command. 

D’Art.  {aside)  Excellency!  That  makes  amends. 

Pou.  In  what  way  can  I  have  the  honour  of  serving  vour 
Excellency?  °  ' 

D’Art.  Good  fellow  !  look  to  my  horse. 
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Pou.  Assuredly,  your  horse  shall  be  fed - 

D’Art.  I  sleep  here  to-night. 

Pou.  In  the  stable. 

D’Art.  Hey!  {turning  sharply  on  him)  The  stable? 

Pou.  Your  horse  ? 

D’Art.  Ah,  true!  Bring  me  some  wine,  (sits  at  unoccupied  table, 
u. ;  Pouohet  touches  him  entreatingly,  and  leads  him  from  table ;  then 
runs  to  seat  and  dusts  it  very  carefully,  then  places  it  with  great  cere¬ 
mony  for  him.  D’Artagnan  looks  at  him  suspiciously ;  puts  his  hand 
to  his  sword ;  but  on  refection ,  with  a  gesture  of  contempt  at  Pouciiet, 
orders)  A  bottle  of  your  best  Burgundy. 

Pou.  Your  Excellency,  I  am  out  of  Burgundy. 

D’Art.  Rhenish. 

Pou.  Your  Highness,  we  have  no  Rhenish. 

D’Art.  Parbleu  !  Claret,  then. 

Pou.  Your  Worship,  we  are  always  paid  for  claret  before  ’tis 
drawn. 

D’Art.  ( starting )  What  ?  But  stay,  it  may  be  the  custom,  and 
I  have  much  to  learn.  There,  (gives  gold  coin )  and  quick  with 
your  wine. 

Pou.  Your  Mightiness  shall  be  obeyed. 

j Exit,  smothering  a  laugh. 
D’Art.  Am  I  mocked  by  that  fellow  ?  Bah  !  he  is  but  a  boor, 
and  knows  no  better  !  What  can  we  look  for  in  such  beings  ?  no 
name,  no  fame,  no  ambition,  no  ancestry.  Ancestry !  well  I  con¬ 
fess  I  am  proud  there,  and  ’tis  nearly  all  I  have  to  be  proud  of. 
My  father,  when  I  left  my  home  yesterday,  gave  me  this  sword, 
(affectionately  to  it)  old  Bobbadillo,  as  my  companion,  and  this  advice 
for  my  guide  :  “  Honor  the  King,  obey  Monsieur  de  Treville,  and 
never  refuse  to  fight.’’  My  mother  gave  me  this  doublet,  in  which  her 
grandfather  fought  at  Liege,  and  truly  it  looks  as  if  it  had  been  in 
the  wars  :  she  gave  me  her  blessing  with  it !  I  know  not  which  is 
most  holy.  My  sister  for  want  of  better  store,  gave  me  her  tears. 
And  with  all  these,  and  a  letter  to  that  great  general,  de  Treville, 
must  I  carve  my  way  to  fame.  Bobbadillo,  do  thou  befriend  me. 

Pouohet  re-enters  with  wine,  which  he  places  on  table  with  mock  cere¬ 
mony,  as  D’Artagnan  is  about  to  take  up  bottle,  Pouohet  takes  it 
politely  from  him,  wipes  it  with  his  apron  and  replaces  it  on  table; 
same  with  glasses  or  cups. 

D’Art.  This  fellow  certainly  is  laughing  at  me  ;  and  yet — would 
he  dare  ?  (to  sword ,  half  drawing  it)  Bob — but  no,  no,  you  shall  not 
be  soiled  by  such  low  game. 

Jacques.  ( apjpn’o aching  D’Artagnan)  May  it  please  your  honor, 
— he,  he,  he  ! 

D'Art.  Another  !  He  laughing  also  ? — or,  no — perhaps  ’tis  a 
cold.  Well,  sirrah?  Speak! 

Jacques.  We  were  having  a  little  merry-making — a  dance. 

Would  it  disturb  your  honor’s  serenity,  if - 

D’Art.  If  you  pursue  your  sport ;  no,  oh  no  !  You  have  my 
permission,  proceed 
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Jacques.  We  thought,  perhaps,  your  Excellency  would  like  to 
join  us. 

D’Art.  I,  fellow  ?  I  never  dance. 

Jacques.  Is’t  not  the  fashion  at  Court? 

D’Art.  Not  the  Court  I  come  from.  Host !  where  is  my  change  ? 

Pou.  I?  Ch — change,  your  Highness?  I  trust  I  know  better 
than  to  offer  such  an  insult  to  one  of  your  rank. 

(D’Artagnan  looks  at  him  scrutinizingly — Pouchet  bozos  himself 
to  a  safe  distance — D’Artagnan  puts  his  hand  to  his  pooled 
and  heaves  a  sigh;  Jacques  goes  across  to  table ,  l.,  hiding 
behind  the  females  that  surround  it — They  appear  to  tempt  him 
to  make  fun  of  D'  Artagnan.  Two  of  the  Girls,  urged  on  by 
the  others ,  cross  to  D'  Artagnan' s  table,  and  as  he  pours  out  a 
cup  of  icine,  one  of  them  politely  takes  it  from  him ,  and  in 
actiozi  drinks  his  health — he  appears  surprised ,  but  recovering, 
bows  politely  to  her,  and  pours  out  again,  when  the  second  Girl, 
who,  going  behind  him,  has  not  been  seen  by  him ,  takes  the  cup  as 
he  is  about  to  drink ;  he  is  inclined  to  be  angry,  but  turning  and 
seeing  only  the  two  Girls,  he  raises  his  hat  also  to  the  second , 
his  back  being  towards  c.,  he  takes  a  third  cup  from  table  and 
bows  politely  to  them — is  about  to  drink,  when  Jacques  throics 
an  apple  at  him  from  opposite  side  of  stage,  l.) 

D’Art.  ( throwing  away  cup  in  a  rage)  Ha  !  insulted  !  (Girls 
shriek,  and  run  to  l.,  as  he  draws  his  sword )  This  must  be  answered  : 
Bobby,  (to  sword )  here’s  a  job  for  you  !  What  dog  dares  thus  to 
affront  a  gentleman  ?  ( all  laugh )  Iio,  ho  !  you  laugh  do  you  ;  some 
of  you  shall  pay  dearly  for  this  mirth,  (takes  the  stage,  swaggering 
round  to  see  ivho  is  most  worthy  his  attack — as  he  approaches  all  look 
demure;  with  a  look  of  scorn  he  turns  to  his  own  table,  and  sheathing 
his  sword,  is  about  to  sit,  when  Jacques  throws  again) 

Rochefort,  who  has  been  enjoying  the  scene  from  window,  now 
bursts  into  a  hearty  laugh. 

r  D’Art.  ( starting ,  and  seeing  Rochefort)  Ha,  ha  !  this  will  do. 

\  ou,  sir,  you  at  the  window.  You  are  laughing  at  me.  Your 
entertainment  will  cost  you  something  yet. 

Rochefort  shrugs  his  shoulders,  and  taking  a  coin  from  his  pocket 
throws  it  to  D’Artagnan  with  an  expi'esszon  of  contempt. 

D’Artagnan.  What!  insult  a  gentleman.  AVere  you  Richelieu 
himself,  I  would  have  satisfaction.  Come  down,  or  I’ll  make  you. 
(runs  towards  wizidow ) 

Pouchet  and  Villagers.  “  Down  with  the  insolent.” 

(the  Peasants  seize  D’Artagnan  and  drag  him  back  towards 
R.  c.  he  throws  them  off;  they  get  brooms  and  cudgels,  and  as 
he  again  approaches  window,  Jacques,  with  a  long  staff  knocks 
him  dozen  One  of  the  Gentlemen  advances  with  his  sword 
drawn — Rochefort  advances,  and  stays  hi.s  hand) 

Roche.  Hold  !  He  is  punished  sufficiently,  (to  Villagers)  Do 
you  know  him  ? 

Pou.  I  know  such  a  murderous  villain  ?  No,  your  excellency. 

Roche.  Who  or  what  can  he  be  ?  Search  for  his  papers,  (Pouchet 
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and  Jacques  search  him ,  Pouchet  takes  from  his  bread  pocket  the 
letter  to  De  Treville ,  he  (jives  it  to  Rochefort) 

Rociie.  Ha  !  what  is  this  ?  A  letter  to  De  Treville,  captain  of 
the  king’s  musketeers.  So,  so  !  This  may  he  of  consequence  to 
Richelieu.  See  him  taken  care  of,  i  have  no  doubt  that  he  is  a 
gentleman.  Respect  his  rank.  ( signs  to  the  two  Gentlemen,  who 
follow  him  into  the  inn.  .Pouchet  suddenly  assumes  great  sympathy) 

Pou.  Poor  young  gentleman,  who  could  it  he  that  struck  him,  I 
strongly  suspect  you,  rascal !  (to  Jacques) 

Jacques.  Me?  It  was  I  who  strove  to  defend  him. 

Pou.  Water  there,  bring  some  water! 

Jacques.  Vinegar  !  vinegar  ! 

Pou.  ( raising  D’Artagnan’s  head  on  his  knee)  Vinegar’s  not  good. 
(aside)  It’s  too  dear  to  waste,  and  nobody  will  pay  me  for  it. 
Water!  Plenty  of  it!  ( all  hurry  about ,  Pouchet  is  chafing  his 
temples) 

Jacques,  (looking  off,  r.  1  E.j  Ha,  the  lady!  (Pouchet  jumping 
up  and  dropping  D’Artagnan’s  head  bump  on  the  ground)  The  lady, 
where?  (runs,  r.  to  meet  Lady  de  Winter) 

Enter  Lady  de  Winter,  r.  1  e. 

Pou.  This  way,  your  ladyship  ! 

Lady  W.  Has  a  gentleman  yet  arrived  from  the  Dieppe  road? 

Pou.  He  waits  your  ladyship  in  the  house. 

Lady  W.  (going  up,  sees  D’Artagnan  who  is  beginning  to  recover) 
Ha  !  who  is  this  ?  what  has  happened  ? 

D’Art.  I’ll  teach  you  carte  and  tierce,  rascals  ! 

Lady  W.  Faith,  a  gentleman,  though  strangely  habited. 

D’Art.  (starting  up)  Nay,  come  on,  all  of  you!  (reels  giddily) 

Lady  W.  (kindly  to  him)  Sir,  you  are  hurt? 

D’Art.  (looking  at  her  with  admiration)  Indeed,  madam,  if  I  am, 
the  sight  of  so  much  beauty  has  made  me  forget  it,  or  the  warm 
beams  that  shine  from  your  eyes  have  cured  me. 

Lady  W.  I  perceive  you  are  not  in  much  danger  ? 

D’Art.  In  the  presence  of  so  much  loveliness  I  could  not  be  long 
safe. 

Lady  W.  Spoken  like  a  courtier  ;  be  this  thy  reward. 

(presents  her  hand  which  he  kisses — she  is  bowed  into  the  house  by 
Pouchet — all  the  Peasants’  insolence  is  turned  into  respect 
towards  D’Artagnan — she  drops  a  glove  which  D’Artagnan 
picks  up,  kisses,  and  puts  in  his  bosom.  lie  then  draws  himself 
up  proudly  to  his  extreme  height  and  smiles  patronisingly  on 
the  Peasants. 

D’Art.  What,  creatures  !  you  begin  to  find  me  out,  do  you  ? 
Despite  one’s  travelling  incog,  the  true-born  gentleman  will  shine 
through  all  disguise,  (aside)  I  may  assume  something  on  the 
strength  of  that  beauty’s  notice.  By-the-bye,  I  let  her  escape 
without  learning  where  I  should  see  her  again.  No  matter  !  when 
I  have  re-arranged  my  toilette,  I  will  venture  into  her  presence  and 
complete  the  conquest  I  have  commenced.  Host !  wine  there  ! 
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Jacques  re-enters,  and  runs  and  fetches  tankard  of  wine  from  table. 

Here’s  to  the -  Host,  what  is  that  lady’s  name  ? 

Pou.  I  don’t  know,  your  Excellency  ;  hut  she  is  English. 

D’Art.  Go  1  o  her,  present  my  humble  regards,  and -  Stay, 

what  room  is  she  in  ? 

Pou.  She  has  gone,  your  honour. 

D’Art.  Gone? 

Pou.  The  moment  she  joined  the  gentleman,  they  went  through 
the  house,  and  have  this  instant  departed  for  Paris. 

D’Art.  Who  was  the  gentleman  ? 

Pou.  He  that  took  your  letter  ? 

D’Art.  My  letter!  {searches)  Why  that’s  gone  too. 

Jacques,  (r.  of  house ,  looks  off,  l.  u.  e.)  There  goes  the  carriage. 
D’Art.  And  my  lady,  I  mean  my  letter — Pm  for  you,  coward  ! 
Pou.  {holding  him )  But - 

D’Art.  Out,  dog  !  {throws  tankard 'of  wine  in  Pouchet’s face)  I’ll 
catch  them  yet.  {jumps  over  the  forms  and  table  and  runs  of,  R.u.  e. 
knocking  down  all  that  oppose  him) 


Scene  II. — Handsome  Chamber,  with  windows  in  f. 

Enter  De  Teeville  with  a  paper  in  his  hand,  r. 

De  Trev.  So,  so  !  six  of  my  musketeers  have  allowed  themselves 
to  be  arrested  by  the  same  number  of  Richelieu’s  company.  My 
musketeers — the  picked  men  of  the  kingdom — the  body  guard  of 
the  king — the  boast  of  the  army — and  to  give  way  before  an  equal 
number  of  the  Cardinal’s  myrmidons  !  Incredible,  disgraceful. 
What,  ho  !  Atlios,  Porthos,  Aramis.  But  I  cannot  credit  it — there 
must  be  some  mistake. 

Enter  Porthos  and  Aramis,  l.  1  e.  Porthos  xoecirs  a  doublet  and 
trunks,  with  immensely  broad  sword  belt;  his  dress  and  belt  have  a 
double  quantity  of  gold  trimming  in  front,  he  having  taken  it  all  off 
the  back  ivhichis  very  shabby,  and  which  he  wears  a  long  heavy  cloak 
to  conceal.  Aramis  is  dressed  rather  foppishly  but  not  effeminate. 

Trev.  So,  gentlemen,  your  honor  has  increased  of  late.  I  was 
with  the  king  last  night.  Cardinal  Richelieu  was  present.  In  my 
hearing  he  told  the  king,  that  six  of  my  musketeers,  and  amongst 
the  number,  you  Porthos,  you  Aramis,  with  Athos,  were  arrested, 
by  half-a-dozen  of  his  guards  at  a  tavern  ;  was  it  so  ?  But  I  see 
it  in  your  looks  confirmed.  No  wonder  that  the  king  said  he  must 
recruit  his  guards  from  Richelieu’s,  for  they  were  braver  men — 
better  soldiers,  {paces  about.  Aramis  and  Porthos  showing  signs  of 
rage)  Come,  Aramis,  tell  me  why  you  wear  a  soldier’s  coat,  when 
a  priest’s  cassock  would  so  well  become  you  ?  And  you,  Porthos, 
why  wear  so  rich  a  belt  to  bear  a  sword  so  useless?  '  And,  Athos, 
where  is  he  ?  Athos  ! 

Aramis.  Sir,  he  is  very  ill. 

Trev.  Ha  !  What  is  his  complaint  ? 
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Port.  Hem !  By  the  Force  of  Physic,  hut  they  say  ’tis  th< 
measles. 

Tuev.  Measles!  Say  rather  lie  is  wounded  :  It  is  so,  eh?  Ou 
with  the  truth. 

Port.  Well  then,  Captain,  the  truth  is,  we  were  six  to  six  ;  bu 
while  at  table,  we  were  treacherously  surrounded,  and  before  wt 
had  time  to  draw,  two  of  our  number  fell  dead;  Atlios  grievoush 
■wounded,  was  scarcely  better  off.  For — you  know  Atlios — twice 
he  tried  to  rise,  and  twice  fell  down  again ;  yet  did  we  not  sur¬ 
render. 

Aramis.  No  :  till  reinforcements  of  Richelieu’s  men  arrived,  and 
we  were  carried  off  by  force. 

Port.  But  on  our  way  we  escaped.  As  for  Atlios,  we  left  him 
for  dead ;  and  they  thought  him  not  worth  carrying  away. 

Aramis.  I  can  assure  you,  I  had  the  honour  of  killing  one  o 
Richelieu’s  men  with  his  own  sword,  for  mine  was  broke  at  the  firs 
onset. 

Trev.  Hem  ;  then  it  was  not  so  bad  after  all. 

Aramis.  I  entreat  you,  sir,  not  to  say  that  Atlios  was  wounded; 
for  if  it  reaches  the  King’s  ear,  ’twould  hurt  poor  Atlios  more  tliai 
the  sword,  although  it  entered  his  breast  after  passing  through  hit 
shoulder. 

Trev.  Brave,  brave  Athos  ! 

Atiios,  a  pale  melancholy  noble ,  enters ,  l.  1  e. 

Ale.  Athos  ! 

Athos.  You  summoned  me,  my  comrades  said.  May  I  know 
your  commands  ? 

Trev.  I  was  about  to  tell  these  gentlemen — that  the  King  desires 
his  Musketeers  not  to  expose  their  lives  in  daily  quarrels,  for  I10 
knows  them  to  be  the  bravest  men  in  the  world.  I  never  thought 
otherwise,  but  for  one  moment,  and  then  I  did  you  wrong.  Gentle¬ 
men,  and  you,  noble  Athos,  pardon  me.  {he presses  Atiios’s  hand, 
who  writhes ,  and  in  vain  endeavours  to  conceal  the  pain  of  his  wound) 

Atiios.  Ilis  were  a  coward’s  heart  that  could  tremble  at  danger, 
after  the  commands  of  so  brave  a  leader. 

Port.  Where  is  the  Musketeer  that  would  not  think  but  too 
much  honour  to  die  for  such  a  Captain.  Blood  of  the  brave  !  hah  ! 

Aramis.  The  delight  of  obeying  your  commands  can  only  be 
exceeded  by  the  pleasure  of  sharing  your  dangers. 

Port.  Flames  of  Vesuvius  !  but  it  is  so. 

Trev.  Gentlemen,  you  overpower  me.  Run  into  no  more  quar¬ 
rels — ’tis  the  King’s  command :  though,  I  dare  swear,  when  time 
serves,  you  will  not  forget  your  debts  to  the  Cardinal’s  men. 

Exit ,  r. 

Port.  Thunder  of  war  ! — who  would  not  die  for  such  a  leader? 

Aramis.  Athos,  let  me  lead  you  back  to  your  chamber  ;  you  are 

ill? 

Atiios.  ’Faith,  I  am  somewhat  weak  :  but  good  company  banishes 
pain. — A  seat. 


14  THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS.  [ACT  I. 

Port.  Heart  of  steel !  Aye,  ten  thousand  seats  !  {runs  for  chair , 
which  he  places  near  window — Aramis  leads  Atiios  to  seat ) 

Athos.  Thanks  !  Why,  good  Porthos,  wear  that  huge  cloak  this 
sultry  weather  ?  Parbleu !  besides,  ’tis  a  sin  that  thy  handsome 
doublet,  that  becomes  thee  so  well,  should  be  obscured. 

Aramis.  That  belt  of  thine  would  grace  an  emperor. 

Port.  Ha,  ha  !  a  trifle.  I  despise  these  glittering  gew-gaws : 
but  since  ’tis  the  fashion  of  the  day,  I  e’en  abide  by  it.  Besides, 
we  must  lay  out,  somehow,  the  wealth  that  we  inherit. 

Aramis.  Nay,  Porthos,  persuade  us  not  that  that  gorgeous  belt  of 
thine  was  of  thine  own  purchasing,  say  rather  ’twas  the  gift  of  that 
veiled  lady,  I  saw  thee  with,  on  Sunday  last. 

Pokt.  Ha,  ha  !  shafts  of  Cupid,  then  must  I  confess  ? 

Athos.  The  rich  trimming  of  thy  trunks ;  thy  doublet  too,  the 
gift  of  some  right  royal  dame  ? 

Port.  Bright  eyes  of  Venus,  must  I  admit  ?  But,  harkee,  Aramis, 
a  word  in  thine  ear.  ( leads  him ,  r)  The  lady  who  waved  her  hand 
to  you  from  the  palace  balcony,  she  whom  I  saw  pass  the  guard¬ 
house  in  a  carriage,  the  cypher  on  which  was — let  me  see  what 
Were  the  letters  ? 

Aramis.  Nay,  Porthos,  my  religious  studies  leave  me  no  time  to 
think  of  women. 

Athos.  Women  !  {heaves  a  deep  sigh  and  takes  a  small  booh  from 
his  pocket  which  he  reads ,  Porthos  and  Aramis  converse  at  bach , 
Porthos  bantering  Aramis) 

Enter  D’Artagnan,  shyly,  l.  1  e. 

D’Art.  This  is  the  anti-room  then.  The  soldiers  down  stairs  are 
playing  at  thrust  and  guard,  those  who  give  the  most  wounds  get 
the  most  honor.  Ah !  of  these  three  which  will  be  Monsieur  de 
Treville  ?  Yon  gentleman  in  the  handsome  doublet !  Oh,  what  a 
handsome  belt !  Shall  I  ever  live  to  wear  a  suit  like  that?  Stay, 
no  one  would  sit  in  presence  of  De  Treville,  and  he  stand !  ( looks  at 
Athos)  That’s  the  Captain,  I’ll  speak  to  him.  Hem  !  have  I  the 
honour  to  address  Captain  de  Treville  ? 

Atiios.  No  ! 

D’Art.  Oh  !  Is  that  gentleman  in  the  gold-covered  coat  the 
Captain  ? 

Athos.  No ! 

D’Art.  Oh  !  He  speaks  very  sharply,  {aside  and  addressing  his 
sworcl)  Must  we  stand  this,  Bob  ?  Never  mind,  I’ll  try  once  more. 
{to  Athos)  Is  that  fair  gentleman,  the  Captain? 

Athos  ( annoyed )  No! 

D’Art.  ( looks  at  him  then  at  sword )  Presently,  Bob,  presently. 

(Aramis  conversing  with  Porthos  takes" a  rich  lace  pocket  hand¬ 
kerchief  from  his  belt ,  and  to  prevent  Porthos,  who  attempts  to 
snatch  it,  to  see  the  initials ,  but  inadvertently  drops  it  behind 
him ) 

D’Art.  We’ll  take  some  other  opportunity  to  punish  him.  I 
don’t  understand  the  manners  of  these  great  people,  and  must 
master  my  wrath,  and  practise  politeness.  Ha,  that  gentleman  has 
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dropped  liis  pocket  handkerchief!  A  good  opportunity  to  display 
my  civility,  (app>roaches  Aka  mis)  Sir!  Hem!  Sir!  Pardon  me, 
but  you  have  dropped  your  handkerchief. 

Aramis.  (vexed,  and  moving ,  more  effectually  to  conceal  it  from 
Portiios)  No,  sir,  I  have  not, 

I)5 Art.  Oh,  yes — indeed  ! 

Aramis.  I  say  no,  sir.  (puts  his  foot  on  it) 

D’Art.  But  I  say  yes  ;  see,  here  it  is.  (lifting  it  up) 

Aramis.  How  know  you  it  is  mine  ? 

D’Art.  You  dropped  it.  What  is  your  name,  sir?  This  hand¬ 
kerchief  is  marked — C.  B. 

Port.  Ha,  ha !  What !— C.  B.  ?  Fire  and - 

Aramis.  (crossing  past  D’Artagnan)  You’re  an  ass  ! 

D’Art.  (turning furiously)  What  ? 

Aramis.  A  fool ! 

D’Art.  Here’s  a  job  for  you,  Bob  :  draw  ! 

Aramis.  Not  here,  sir,  we  should  be  interrupted.  Meet  me  at 
the  F ort  St.  Leon. 

D’Art.  I  will !  At  what  hour? 

Aramis.  At  three.  Come  !  or  I’ll  brand  you  as  a  coward,  and 
cut  your  ears  off.  Exit ,  l.  1  e. 

D’Art.  ( tapping  his  sword )  We’ll  be  there.  Three  o’clock, 
leaves  me  just  three  hours  to  think  of  it.  In  three  hours  there’s  a 
job  for  you,  Bob  !  But  I  shall  require  some  one  to  second  me.  X 
wonder  if  that  gentleman — — 

Port.  ( musing  and  chuckling)  C.  B. ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Riddle  of  the 
Great  Sphynx,  who  can  C.  B.  be?  Ha,  ha!  he’d  have  me  believe 
some  princess  ;  while,  perhaps,  ’tis  some  butcher’s  daughter,  or  a 
chambermaid,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

D’Art.  He’s  the  jolliest  fellow  I  ever  saw.  He’ll  be  my  second, 

I  know.  Sir -  (gently  touching  his  cloak ,  which  Porthos  does  not 

observe) 

Port.  The  folly  of  affectation  ;  when  the  slightest  accident  may 
unmask  it ;  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

D’Art.  He  doesn’t  notice  ;  but  he  shall.  (Porthos’  back  is  to¬ 
wards  him ,  he  gives  a  hard  tug  at  Porthos’  long  cloak  ;  it  falls  off — 
discovering  the  patched  jacket  and  trunks ,  from  the  back  of  which  all 
the  trimming  has  been  taken  off;  the  back  of  the  rich  bell  is  tied  with 
lengths  of  tape  of  different  colours. — D’Artagan  appears  amazed  at 
the  discovery— F ortiios,  feeling  his  cloak  fall,  turns  round  in  a  tre¬ 
mendous  rage) 

Port.  Blood  of  Mars  ! 

D’Art.  Sir,  I— I  really -  (tries  to  peep  behind  Porthos  again, 

who  backs  round  from  r.  c.  to  l.  to  prevent  it,  struggling  to  pull  his 
cloak  over  himself  again) 

Port.  Base  plebeian !  you  have  exposed  me.  That  carcase  of 
thine  shall  fare  the  worse.  Meet  me. 

D’Art.  I  will,  at  any  hour  but  three. 

Port.  At  twro,  sir. 

D’Art.  Where? 

Port.  At  the  Fort  St.  Leon, 
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D’Art.  I  will !  at  two  ! 

Port.  At  two.  Souls  of  the  Furies  !  At  two,  gir,  two  !  ( backs 
off,  l.  1  e.,  that  D’Artagnan  may  not  see  the  patches) 

D’Art.  At  two  ;  then  I  shall  only  have  two  hours  to  think  about 
it.  Bob  !  there’s  a  job  for  you  in  two  hours !  Now,  who  will  be  my 
second?  Ha,  ha,  ha!  what  a  coat — as  bad  as  my  own  ;  what  a 
belt ;  what  a  patch.  I  was  deceived  by  appearances.  This  one 
seems  to  be  sulkiest  of  the  lot,  he  may  prove  to  be  the  best  tem¬ 
pered.  ( approaches  Ati-ios,  'who  has  been  lost  in  thought)  It’s  of  no  use 
being  too  shy.  I’ll  speak  openly.  ( slaps  him  on  the  wounded  shoid- 
dei‘,  the  right)  Sir  ! 

Athos.  ( starts  up ,  uttering  a  cry  of  pain)  Villain!  How  durst 
you -  oh  !  my  wound. 

D’Art.  A  wound!  Ten  thousand  pardons  !  I  would  not  for  the 
world - 

Arnos.  Was  that  the  way  to  approach  a  superior? 

D’Art.  ( proudly )  Superior  !  I  must  know  where  to  find  one. 

Athos.  Boy  !  you  shall  be  taught. 

D’Aiit.  By  whom  ? 

Athos.  No  !  Being  a  boy,  I  spare  you.  ( crosses  to  r.  1  e.) 

D’Art.  Spare!  spare  me !  We  can’t  stand  that  Bob,  can  we? 
{to  Athos)  Come,  sir,  draw !  let  me  see  how  much  of  this  1  can 
spare  you. 

Athos.  Pshaw  !  headstrong  ;  I  would  not  murder  you. 

D’Art.  I  insist ! 

Athos.  Meet  me  then,  at  the  Fort  St.  Leon,  in  an  hour. 

D’Art.  In  an  hour;  I  will  be  there  ! 

Athos.  I  shall  expect  you. 

Exit,  e.  1  E. 

D’Art.  In  an  hour — atone  o’clock — Bobb)7,  there’s  a  job  for  you 
in  an  hour,  my  old  friend !—  ha,  ha  !  Well  this  is  lucky  :  three  of 
them  in  a  day..  But,  stay  ;  should  the  first  one  kill  me,  I  shall  be 
so  rude  as  to  disappoint  the  other  two.  Never  mind,  as  they  have 
all  chosen  the  same  spot,  those  who  come  last  will  have  the  satis¬ 
faction  of  knowing  that  I  was  there  to  my  time  ;  and  it’s  no  fault  of 
mine  if  I  can’t  He  killed  three  times.  That  poor  man  with  the 
wound,  I  shouldn’t  like  to  hurt  him  again,  for  I  was  certainly  in  the 
wrong.  The  young  man  with  the  handkerchief,  I  was  not  to  blame 
about.  But  that,  ha,  ha,  ha!  that  tinsel  man— ha,  ha,  ha!  his 
showy  front  and  shabby  back,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  He  must  always  face 
his  enemy,  for  he'd  be  ashamed  to  show  his  rear,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  ( drops 
into  chair. 

Enter  De  Treviele,  r.  1  e.  reading  a  paper ;  stops  suddenly  on  seeing 
D’Artagnan  icho  does  not  observe  him. 

D' Art.  If  I  had  an  army  they  should  all  be  clothed  so,  they’d  be 
ashamed  to  show  their  backs  to  the  enemy,  though  ever  so  cow¬ 
ardly.  By-the-bye,  I  wonder  if  all  De  Treville’s  men  are  clad  the 
same  way.  And  I  wonder  if  he’s  as  bare  behind  as  his  men  —  ha, 
ha,  ha ! 
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Trey.  ( advancing)  What? 

D’Artagnan  turns  round  in  his  seat ,  till  he  faces  De  Treville  ; 
his  laugh  gradually  subsides  to  a  look  of  vacancy. 

Trey.  You  appear  to  he  merry,  sir. 

IT  Art.  As  my  life  is  likely  to  be  a  short,  it  may  as  well  be  a 
merry  one. 

Trev.  Why  a  short  one  ? 

D’Art.  I  have  just  had  a  challenge. 

Trey.  From  one  of  the  gentlemen  you  found  here  ? 

D’Art.  From  all  three  of  them. 

Trev.  Impossible;  They  are  three  of  the  host  swordsmen  in 
the  kingdom. 

D’Art.  ( reflecting )  Then  I  must  break  my  word. 

Trev.  You  repent? 

D’Art.  No.  But  having  challenged  three  »uch  men  the  last 
two  are  sure  to  be  disappointed.  By  the  bye,  don’t  let  you  and  I 
quarrel,  for  the  fact  is  I  shall  want  you  for  a  second ;  now,  now, 
don’t  frown. 

Trev.  The  boy’s  mad  !  Second  you  against  three  of  my  own 
guards  ? 

D’Art.  Your!  Then  you  are - - 

Trev.  Captain  de  Treville. 

D’Art.  ( drops  on  his  knees  abruptly)  Oh,  pardon  me,  sir.  I  knew 
you  not. 

Trev.  Nay,  rise  ! 

D’Art.  I  kneel,  sir,  not  to  the  rank  you  hold,  but  in  humble  ad¬ 
miration  of  the  gentleman,  whose  courage  and  virtues  it  has  been 
my  father’s  daily  care  to  make  me  well  acquainted  with. 

Trev.  And  your  father  is - 

D’Art.  Monsieur  D’Artagnan. 

Trev.  Formerly  of  Poictiers  ? 

D’Art.  The  same. 

Trev.  The  object  of  your  visit  to  Paris  ? 

D’Art.  To  enter  your  service:  My  highest  ambition  to  be  one 
of  your  Musketeers. 

Trev.  I  have  no  doubt  you  are  the  person  you  represent  yourself 
to  be.  But  have  you  no  credentials? 

D’Art.  At  the  Inn  of  Calais,  whilst  stunned  upon  the  ground, 
my  letter  was  stolen  from  me  by  a  cavalier  richly  dressed,  who 
escaped  before  T  knew  my  loss. 

Trev.  Doubtless  some  spy  of  Richelieu’s.  A  pale  man.  With 
black  hair  ?  Rochefort  by  name  ? 

D’Art.  The  same,  sir.  Let  me  but  catch  sight  of  him,  (aside) 
and  Bob  shall  arrange  all  differences. 

Trev.  [aside)  A  youth  of  noble  courage,  [to  him)  And  you 
would  be  one  of  my  Musketeers?  (D’Artagnan  bows)  And  you 
begin  their  acquaintanceship  by  cutting  three  of  their  throats? 
Suppose  I  stop  this  duel— explain  to  them  that  you  will  take  some 
other  opportunity  to  prove  your  valour;  think  you,  you  could  so 
retain  your  impetuosity  as  to  obey  my  commands. 


IS  THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS.  [ACT  I. 

D’Art.  To  a  word.  But  I  have  promised  to  meet  them.  Time 

wears — this  affair  once  over - 

Trev.  It  will  be  too  late  to  ask  a  service  of  me.  Promise 

therefore  not  to  draw  your  sword  until  I  have  given  you - 

D’Art.  ( looking  through  window ,  exclaims  suddenly)  Ha  !  there 
he  is  !  The  villain  that  stole  my  letter.  He  shan’t  escape.  ( throws 
open  window ,  and  jumps  on  chair) 

Trev.  Are  you  mad  ? 

D’Art.  More  work  for  you,  Bobby;  a  job  for  you  at  once,  {jumps 
through  window ,  sword  in  hand) 

Trev.  The  madman  will  be  dashed  to  pieces  !  ’Tis  the  Cardinal’s 
spy  Rochefort— he  turns  the  corner — the  youth  pursues  him — brave 
heart !  May  he  conquer. 

Exit,  r.  1  E. 


Scene  III. —  Queen's  Reception  Chamber.  Folding  doors ,  r.  and  l., 
in  l.  f.  sliding  panel  or  secret  door ;  tables ,  chairs ,  ottomans , 
Sc.,  Sc. 

Secret  door  slowly  opens ,  Constance  peeps  in,  then  cautiously  enters. 
Buckingham  is  seen  within. 

Cons.  Most  luckily,  I  am  here  in  time.  ( approaches  panel)  My 
lord,  you  must  remain  a  prisoner  for  a  few  moments ;  I  cannot 
approach  her  majesty  at  present. 

Buck.  But  I  die  with  impatience. 

Cons.  Then  you  must  die  for  a  few  minutes  longer.  Be  sure  not 
to  move  till  I  give  two  double  taps,  so.  She’s  approaching  this 
apartment. 

Buck,  {stepping  from  panel)  Alone? 

Cons.  No  !  To  your  retreat  again,  instantly,  and  let  me  caution 
you  not  to  listen ;  for  when  ladies  are  together,  gentlemen  should 
not  hear  all  that’s  said.  Away,  away ! 

He  retires ,  she  closes  the  panel. 

Two  Ladies  advance  from  the  Queen's  Room ,  r.  door,  and  stand 
on  either  side.  The  Queen  enters  followed  by  Lady  de  Winter 
and  other  Ladies— the  Queen  seats  herself  on  l.  of  large  table 
which  stands  r.  c.  of  stage,  motions  Lady  de  Winter  to  be  seated , 
she  sits  r.  of  table — one  of  the  Ladies  has  brought  with  her  a 
handsome  casket  which  she  places  on  table — the  Queen  during 
conversation  takes  from  it  a  pair  of  splendid  diamond  studs ,  and 
adjusts  them  on  her  sleeve ,  then  towards  the  end  of  her  dialogue, 
with  Lady  de  Winter,  appears  to  be  indifferent  about  them,  and 
carelessly  returns  them  to  casket. 

Queen,  {as  continuing  conversation)  ’Tis  a  source  of  pleasure  at 
any  time  to  welcome  to  my  Court,  the  graces  of  another  land ;  but 
now  that  state  policy  makes  me  rather  a  prisoner  than  a  Queen, 
your  visit  is  doubly  valuable. 

Lady  W.  Viewing  the  position  your  Majesty  enjoys.  The  envy 
of  foreign  princesses— the  love  of  your  own  people— the  admira- 
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tion  of  your  royal  husband.  ’Twere  a  vain  task  to  surmise  how 
you  could  experience  any  sensations  but  those  of  uninterrupted 
happiness. 

Queen.  Lady  de  Winter,  you  who  live  in  a  country  of  boundless 
liberty  cannot  conceive  the  thraldom  of  a  land  like  ours,  where 
even  the  highest  lady  in  it,  cannot  give  utterance  to  a  thought,  that 
is  not  by  spies  conveyed  to  those  who  misinterpret  it  for  their  own 
vile  purposes.  ( severally  to  Ladies  who  draw  slightly  back) 

Lady  W.  Are  you  so  placed  ? 

Queen,  {confidentially  to  Lady  de  Winter)  Yes  !  Midst  all  the 
beauties  of  my  Court,  i  find  not  one  true  heart  to  beat  in  sympathy 
with  its  mistress.  I  should  fear  to  speak  so  freely  to  you,  but  that 
coming  from  England,  where  all  that’s  good  and  noble  makes  its 
home — where  ministers  like  Buckingham,  hold  power  by  the  people’s 
love,  not  fear ;  I  know  you  must  partake  of  the  generous  sentiments 
his  name  inspires,  so  do  I  confide  in  you. 

Lady  W.  You  have  a  Richelieu,  that  outshines  our  Buckingham. 

Queen.  Fie,  fie  !  You  satirize.  Richelieu  to  Buckingham  !  The 
crafty  foe,  to  the  noble  lion.  Richelieu,  once  the  warrior,  now 
the  priest ;  in  mind  and  action  crafty,  and  venomous  as  the  serpent. 

Lady  W.  A  clever  statesman— - 

Queen.  Who  makes  the  midnight  spy  his  confidante,  and  his 
Queen,  the  victim  of  his  plots,  {throws  studs  into  casket) 

Lady  W.  {evading  the  conversation )  Those  studs  are  very 
beautiful. 

Queen.  They  "were  given  me  by  the  king  upon  my  wedding  day. 
Baubles  !  {closes  casket ) 

Lady  W.  A  regal  present,  truly.  Queen  {turning  sees  Constance, 
l.  c.) — Ha,  Constance  !  ( kindly ) 

Cons.  May  it  please  your  Majesty,  your  physician  awaits  your 
pleasure. 

Queen.  I  am  engaged  ;  I  cannot - 

Cons.  ( kneeling ,  pretends  to  pick  up  a  richly  embroidered  pocket 
handkerchief ,  aucl  presents  it  to  the  Queen)  Your  Majesty  !  {the 
Queen  takes  it,  looks  at  the  corner  and  becomes  faint ,  leans  back  in 
chair ;  her  hand  iciih  the  handkerchief  in  it  resting  on  the  table — 
Lady  de  Winter  suspecting  some  reason  for  the  Queen’s  faintness , 
approaches  to  assist  her ,  looks  at  the  corner  of  the  handkerchief) 

Lady  W.  Heavens  !  'Tis  the  cypher  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

Queen.  ( recovering )  Constance,  on  further  thought,  1  will  sec 
him.  {turning  coldly  to  Ladies,  who  have  surrounded  her)  To  my 
chamber,  ladies  ;  I  would  confer  with  him  alone. 

All  the  Ladies  exit  through  door ,  it. 
Lady  de  Winter,  can  you  find  amusement  in  my  cabinet  for  a  few 
moments?  Yet  I  am  loth  to  lose  you. 

Lady  W.  I  wait  with  impatience  the  pleasure  of  rejoining  your 
Majesty. 

Exit  after  the  Ladies — Constance  watches  her  off,  and  then  goes 
to  the  panel,  which  she  opens  during  the  following  speech. 

Queen.  ’Tis  his  !  ’tis  his  !  and  once  more  sunshine  warms  my 
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heart.  Constance,  good,  faithful  girl ;  when,  when  shall  I  see  him 
again  ? 

Buckingham  advances  from  panel. 

Buck.  Now,  lady,  at  thy  feet.  ( kneels ) 

Exit  Constance,  l.  d. 

Queen.  Oh,  Buckingham,  what  rashness  are  you  guilty  of! 

Buck.  ’Twas  to  see  you  once  more  before  1  quitted  France ;  do  not 
blame  me. 

Queen.  You  had  already  bidden  me  farewell.  Why  encounter 
the  pain  of  another  parting  ? 

Buck.  A  cold  farewell  indeed  !  Surrounded  as  we  were,  could  ! 
be  content  with  such  adieus  ? 

Queen.  But  the  danger  of  your  being  seen  here.  Death  threatens 
you,  dishonour  menaces  me.  Why  did  you  return  ? 

Buck.  Had  I  not  read  a  language  in  those  eyes  that  spoke  of 
hope  to  me — I  liad  not  ventured. 

Queen.  You  have  misconstrued  their  meaning.  You  forget,  sir, 
that  I  am  Anne  of  Austria. 

Buck.  Thinking  but  of  my  love,  I  do  forget  it ;  do  you  forget  it 
too  :  forget  the  queen,  and  let  the  woman  show  compassion. 

Queen.  ( relenting  and  kindly)  Ah,  Buckingham,  why  have  you 
endangered  my  peace  of  mind?  Why  did  I  ever  see  you,  or  why 
too  late?  This  meeting  is  fraught  with  danger  to  us  both.  Ah, 
leave  me,  whilst  yet  I  have  the  power  to  part  with  you. 

Buck.  Think  of  the  dangers  I  have  encountered  to  see — to  speak 
to  you  once  more  ;  ah,  dismiss  me  not  so  soon. 

Queen.  Buckingham,  no  more  !  You  must  instantly  return. 

Buck.  And  carry  back  no  token  of  your  regard — no  pledge  that 
I  am  not  hateful  to  you. 

Queen.,  I  dare  stay  no  longer.  Every  act  of  mine  is  watched  ; 
every  moment  swells  our  danger.  Oh,  Buckingham,  begone  !  The 
ice  on  which  we  stand  is  melting  fast  beneath  our  feet ;  think  of 
the  depth  to  which  we  sink  should  we  but  fall.  Flv,  fly  !  Away 
disguise!  I  icill  confess  I  love  you,  Buckingham  but  hold  !  ’tis 
a  hopeless  love  :  the  Queen’s  pride  shall  repair  the  woman’s  weak¬ 
ness.  Let  us  not  meet  again. 

Buck.  Meet  no  more  ? 

Queen.  Never,  never !  You  know  my  secret — ’tis  crime,  ’tis 
guilt  to  indulge  the  passion.  Therefore,  let  us  part. 

B  uck.  F or  ever  ? 

Queen.  Aye,  for  ever !  with  honour  we  can  meet  no  more ;  let  us 
not  meet  at  all,  until  the  grave  shall  free  me  from  these  ties  of 
earth  !  and  (oh  !  would  it  were  to-day  !)  then,  I  am  thine  eternally  ! 
(Buckingham  kisses  her  hand — a  distant  flourish  heard) 

Ee-enter  Constance,  l.  d. 

Cons.  Madame,  the  King  approaches  ! 

Queen.  Buckingham,  save  yourself  while  you  yet  have  time. 

Buck.  Adieu,  adieu.  Give  me  a  glove!  a  ribbon  ! 
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Queen.  ( rapidly  going  to  her  door,  n.)  Remain  one  moment,  (an¬ 
other  flourish  nearer — Queen  pauses) 

Cons.  Madame  !  ’tis  his  Majesty.  ( goes  to  panel)  Come,  sir,  come! 

( to  Buckingham) 

Queen,  {giving  him  casket)  Accept  this  !  ’Twill  serve  to  remind 
you  of  one  whom  ’twere  wiser  to  forget. 

Buck.  Farewell !  farewell !  we  yet  shall  meet  again. 

Queen,  {going  with  him  to  panel)  Never,  never  !  Farewell! 

Exit  Buckingham,  through  panel. 

A  loud  flourish  is  heard ,  l. — a  voice  outside  exclaims,  “  The  King  !  ” 

Queen.  Constance,  Constance  !  I  cannot  close  the  panel !  (Con- 
tance  runs  to  it — it  is  closed) 

Doors ,  l.,  are  thrown  open — two  Pages  how  the  King  in — the  Queen 

advances  to  meet  him . 

King.  I  have  the  honor  to  salute  your  Majesty.  Is  your  suite 
so  small,  that  you  are  without  attendants  ? 

Queen.  I  have  a  visitor,  a  lady  from  the  English  Court ;  hearing 
of  your  Majesty’s  approach,  I  quited  her  society  for  yours,  {puts 
handkerchief  in  her  sachet) 

King.  From  the  English  Court.  Some  friend  of  that  Bucking¬ 
ham,  doubtless  ;  I  will  see  her. 

Page  announces,  “His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  Richelieu,”  at  the 
same  time,  Constance  introduces  Lady  de  Winter,  who  enters , 
followed  hy  the  other  Ladies,  k. — Richelieu  hows  to  the  Queen, 
who  does  not  conceal  her  dislike  to  him. — Lady  de  Winter  advances, 
r.,  exchanging  recognition  {unseen  hy  the  others)  with  Richelieu. 

Queen,  (r.  c.)  Your  Majesty  !— Lady  de  Winter,  (presents  her) 
King.  (l.  c.)  Welcome,  madam,  to  our  Court,  (to  Richelieu,  l.) 
Who  is  this  Englishwoman — a  friend  of  Buckingham’s,  think  ye  ? 

Rich.  No  doubt,  your  Majesty,  (aside)  ’Tis  well,  no  one  sus¬ 
pects  her  to  be  an  agent  of  my  own.  (to  King)  Buckingham  has 
been  seen  in  Paris,  within  two  days. 

King.  Is’t  possible?  Has  he  dared  to  correspond  with  the 
Queen  ? 

Rich.  ’Tis  most  probable. 

King.  How  to  ascertain  ? 

Rich.  Let  her  apartments,  nay,  herself,  be  searched. 

King.  If  there  be  proofs  of  their  correspondence  ;  at  any  cost 
they  shall  be  mine.  1  will  not  trust  to  other  hands  :  be  the  office, 
to  clear  her  of  suspicion  or  condemn  her,  thine. 

Rich.  I  appreciate  the  honor  you  entrust  me  with.  (Richelieu 
crosses  to  c.  and  hows  to  Queen,  who  has  been  conversing  with  Lady 
de  Winter) 

King.  Your  Majesty,  I  had  something  to  communicate ;  but, 
before  your  foreign  friend,  I  cannot  speak.  My  lord,  the  Cardinal, 
will  execute  my  wishes,  and,  having  my  full  permission  for  what, 
must  follow,  I  leave  the  result  in  his  hands. 
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Queen.  What  can  his  Eminence  say  to  me,  that  I  would  not 
rather  hear  from  you  ? 

King.  The  Cardinal  has  my  instructions. 

Exit  lm  followed  by  Pages. 

Queen.  My  lord  Cardinal,  what  new  insult  is  designed  for  me  ? 

Rich.  None,  your  Majesty,  that  I  could  save  you  from.  My 
only  motive  is,  to  prove  your  Majesty’s  honor ;  and  to  reconcile 
you  to  the  King. 

Queen.  Was  it  to  prove  my  honor,  that,  when  the  King’s  jealousy 
grew  oppressive,  you  took  advantage  of  my  indifference  to  him,  to 
insult  me,  by  revealing  a  passion  it  is  a  crime  for  a  priest  to  feel, 
and  treason  for  a  subject  to  dare  utter  ? 

Rich.  My  only  motive,  believe  me,  madam.  I  knew  your 
loyalty  could  not  be  shaken  ;  nor  would  a  poor  worm  like  me,  dare 
to  approach  vour  sacred  form,  but  with  the  reverence  a  holy  man 
may  justly  cherish  for  a  saint. 

Queen  (aside)  Wily  hypocrite.  Your  office,  sir — what  would 
you  ? 

Rich.  This,  madam  !  His  Majesty  commands  me  to  search  for 
certain  documents,  which — To  be  brief,  madam,  I  have  the  King’s 
sanction  to  enter  that  room.  ( points ,  it.) 

Queen.  Must  not  my  own  cabinet  be  respected  ? 

Rich.  I  know  my  duty,  and  shall  fulfil  it.  (he  crosses  to  R. — to 
Ladies)  Follow  me! 

lie  exits  into  room ,  r.,  they  after  him. 

Queen,  (pacing  up  and  down)  Insolence !  But  with  all  his 
cunning,  I  o’ereach  him.  I  have  but  one  letter  I  care  to  conceal. 
(tabes  letter  from  sachet  hanging  at  her  side — to  Lady  de  Winter, 
who  is  r.)  These  outrages,  in  the  Court  of  England,  would  meet 
with  detestation.  Here,  they  excite  no  surprise  at  the  aggression, 
nor  sympathy  for  the  victim. 

Lady  W.  Shall  I  conceal  that  letter  for  you  ? 

Queen.  No,  no  !  i  will  not  endanger  you.  Here,  (puts  it  in  her 
bosom)  it  may  bide  untouched,  at  least.  The  person  of  the  Queen 
is  safe— though  dare  the  Cardinal  presume,  e’en  that  might  be 
doubtful,  (sits  at  table) 

Richelieu  returns ,  followed  by  Ladies. 

Rich.  Madam,  let  my  hasty  return  convince  you  that  I  have  not 
too  strictly  exercised  my  office. 

Queen.  I  thank  you. 

Rich.  Unpleasant  though  the  task,  my  search  must  be  continued. 

Queen,  (to  Constance)  Give  the  Cardinal  my  keys. 

Rich.  Nay,  I  spare  your  caskets,  and  would  that  my  conscience 
permitted  me  to  be  as  lenient  to  your  person. 

Queen,  (starting  up  enraged)  What  ? 

Rich.  You  blush  ! 

Queen.  And  well  I  may,  at  so  monstrous  an  indignity. 

Rich.  A  sign  of  guilt. 

Queen.  A  sign  of  scorn,  thou  heartless  bigot. 

Rich,  I  shall  not  flinch  from  my  duty,  (as  he  is  about  to  advance 
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tovjards  her ,  Queen  snatches  off  sachet  from  her  side  and  casts  it  on 
ground) 

Queen.  There,  sir!  ( he  stoops  for  it)  Stoop,  aye,  to  the  ground! 
Nothing  can  be  too  low  to  serve  his  Eminence,  the  Cardinal. 

Rich.  Humbleness  is  my  vocation — I  have  stooped  before  your 
Majesty,  ere  now. 

Queen  scornfully  retires  up  c.,  Ladv  ok  Winter  takes  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  sign  hy  pantomime  to  him  that  the  letter  is  in  the  Queen's 
bosom ,  she  then  goes  up  also ,  his  back  to  the  Queen  he  opens 
sachet  and  discovers  the  Duke  of  Buckingham’s  handkerchief , 
the  cypher  attracts  his  attention ,  he  examines  it,  and  with  a 
threatening  gesture  towards  the  Queen,  he  with  exultation  puts 
it  in  his  pocket  unobserved  by  any  one  else — he  places  the  sachet 
on  the  nearest  table. 

Queen.  ( advancing )  Have  you  searched  ?  Contains  it  any 
treason  ? 

Rich.  No,  madam,  but  your  bosom  does. 

Queen.  ( bantering  him )  Would  you  tear  secrets  from  my  heart? 

Rich.  No,  madam,  not  when  your  corset  may  serve  as  well. 
( approaching  her ) 

Queen.  You  would  not  dare  to  place  your  hand  upon  me. 

Rich.  My  zeal  for  the  King  will  not  be  stayed.  ( advances ) 

Queen.  ( retreating  a  step  or  two)  Approach  me  at  your  peril. 

Rich.  I  must. 

Queen.  Are  you  women,  that  stand  hy  and  will  not  save  me 
from  this  base  outrage? 

Rich.  ( peremptorily )  Retire  all !  I  command. 

The  Ladies  retire  into  room ,  r. 

Queen,  (to  Lady  de  Winter)  You — you  will  not  desert  me. 

Rich.  Her  Majesty  has  nothing  to  fear.  You  can  remain.  Now, 
madam,  resistance  is  in  vain,  submit ! 

Queen.  Sooner  would  I  die. 

Rich.  And  I,  rather  than  not  execute  the  King’s  commission, 
(i approaches  her) 

Queen.  Ruffian  !  I  comprehend  your  brutal  object,  and  will  foil 
you.  ( stays  him  with  her  left  hand  and  draw's  forth  a  letter  with  the 
other ,  then  throws  it  on  the  ground)  There  is  my  secret;  take  it,  and 
with  it  my  contempt. 

Exit ,  r. 

Rich,  {looks  after  her)  A  fine  woman,  very !  ’Tis  a  pity  she 
doesn’t - 

Lady.  W.  {at  his  elbow )  Favour  you  a  little  more,  eh,  my  lord 
Cardinal  ? 

Rich.  Ah,  ha  !  Your  ladyship  is  so  penetrating. 

Lady  W.  Under  so  able  a  tutor  as  your  Eminence,  I  should  be 
dull  indeed,  did  I  not  pick  up  something. 

Rich,  {showing  handkerchief)  I  wonder  that  your  ladyship  did 
not  contrive  to  pick  up  this. 

Lady  W.  ’Tis  the  Duke  of  Buckingham’s. 

Rich.  Your  intelligence  is  rather  late.  Behold  the  initials  ! 
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Lady  W.  That  kerchief  was  given  to  tlie  Queen  not  an  hour 
since. 

Rich.  Indeed!  By  whom  ? 

Lady  W.  That  confidante  of  hers,  Constance. 

Rich.  I  thought  her  too  low  to  bribe.  Rut  yet  she  must  belong 
to  me.  Ha,  ha  !  Well,  ’tis  very  true,  as  the  Queen  says,  I  do 
stoop  very  low  sometimes. 

Lady  W.  Hem  ! 

Rich.  I  said  sometimes. 

Lady  W.  Her  face  struck  me  as  being  very  familiar — where,  till 
now,  could  I  have  possibly  seen  it. 

Rich.  I  cannot  well  surmise.  I  find  her  husband  useful,  and  the 
wife  by  his  means,  though  she  knows  it  not ; — but  she  can  be 

doubly  servicable  now,  and  must,  or - 

Lady  W.  Or  what  ? 

Rich.  It  is  possible  Monsieur  Boniface  may  have  to  sleep  alone. 
After  all,  Lady  de  Winter,  I  have  much  to  thank  you  for. 

Lady  W.  More  than  you  surmise. 

Rich.  Explain  ! 

Lady  W.  Buckingham  has  been  here.  Has  had  an  interview 
with  the  Queen. 

Rich.  And  I  not  know  it  ?  Where  were  my  sluggard  hirelings  ? 
Lady  W.  He  has  received  a  parting  present — a  token  of  her  love 
for  him. 

Rich.  ( jealousy  gets  the  better  of  him )  Damnation  !  (checks  himself ) 
must  ever  be  the  reward  of  crime. 

Lady  W.  Hem  !  the  less  we  say  of  that,  the  better. 

Rich.  The  pledge  !  the  gift ! — what  is  it  ? 

Lady  W.  A  casket,  containing  twelve  diamond  studs. 

Rich.  The  present  the  King  made  her  on  her  wedding-day  ! 
Glorious!  Inestimable  woman,  how  shall  I  reward  you?  You 
have  given  me  the  world — how  can  I  repay  you? 

Lady  W.  By  giving  me  what  sets  the  world  at  defiance. 

Rich.  I  understand  you.  Ho  !  there,  without ! 

Enter  Page,  l.  d. 

(Ilc  ivrites  on  tablets,  while  doing  so,  says)  Accuse  her  now  before  the 
King ! — what  should  I  gain  by  that  ?  tehe  is  impetuous,  and  would 
not  weigh  the  consequences.  No,  no ;  she  must  have  time  ;  and  so 
must  I.  A  public  exposure  she  would  shrink  from  :  before  the 
Court,  her  bravery  would  fail  her ;  and  she  would  come  to  my  terms. 
Yes,  yes,  let  her  rage  cool  down,  and  terror  will  supply  its  place. 
Good !  good  !  Take  this  (giving  tablet  to  Page)  to  his  Majesty — 
quick ! 

Exit  Page,  l,  d. 

Your  Ladyship  :  in  what  time  could  you  travel  to  London  and  back  ? 
Lady  W.  In  eight  days. 

Rich.  More  rapid  than  the  Courier’s  rate. 

Lady  W.  I  am  no  courier ;  but  can  reach  London,  and  be  back 
in  eight  days.  Will ! 

Rich.  You  are  acquainted  with  Buckingham?  (she  sighs ,  Riche- 


THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS. 


2,5 


sc.  III.] 


lieu  observing  her ,  shakes  his  head)  Ah,  we  all  have  our  secrets  !  I 
shall  be  your  confessor  some  day.  In  short :  could  you  within  ten, 
yes,  well,  say  ten  days,  place  within  my  hands  two  of  those  same 
studs  ? 

Lady  W.  It  is  a  task  that  I  am  pleased  with.  You  shall  have 
the  twelve  by  that  time;  or - 

Rich.  Nay,  nay — two ;  my  best  evidence  will  be  the  other  ten 
being  found  in  his  possession  when  I  want  them.  Your  journey 
will  cost  you - 

Lady  W.  ( archly )  Five  hundred  louis  d’or ! 

Rich.  ( smiles  at  the  exorbitance)  The  service  is  worth  five  thou¬ 
sand  !  That  sum  shall  be  at  your  hotel  within  an  hour  :  by  that 
time  be  prepared  for  your  journey. 

Lady  W.  {gaily,  as  she  goes  off,  l.)  Ila,  ha,  ha  !  you’ll  find  I’ll 
beat  the  couriers  ! 

Exit ,  l. 

Rich,  {calls  after  her)  Two,  remember  two!  (rubs  his  hands)  A 
very,  very  clever  woman  that :  Cardinals  can  never  marry,  or  she’s 
the  kind  of  woman  ( reflecting )  that  I  would  have  nothing  to  do 
with  !  However,  she’s  entirely  in  my  service.  The  King  is  my 
slave !  The  Queen — if  she  will  not  bend  to  my  love,  I’ll  crush 
her  with  my  hatred.  The  proofs  of  her  interview  with,  and  regard 
for  this  Buckingham  once  in  my  possession,  she  must  find  a  refuge 
in  my  mercy  ;  or  the  block  !  the  axe !  shall  rid  me  of  my  jealousy. 

Enter  Page,  l.  d. 

Paoe.  The  King ! 

Enter  King,  l.  d. 

Rich.  Your  Majesty,  I  am  pleased  to  have  another  opportunity 
to  display  my  vigilance  for  your  welfare.  Behold  !  how  my  search 
has  ended. 

King,  {taking  letter)  A  letter  !  {reads — Richelieu  watches  his 
features  intently — King,  icho  commences  the  letter  with  a  frown,  as¬ 
sumes  a  more  pleasing  aspect ,  till  toivards  the  conclusion  of  the  letter 
he  looks  up  smiling  cheerfully)  Why,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  ’ tis — ha,  ha  ! 
— ’tis  you  I  should  be  jealous  of. 

Rich.  Your  Majesty? 

King.  The  Queen’s  letter  is  to  her  brother  and  the  Emperor  of 
Austria — your’s  the  only  name  mentioned  beside. 

Rich.  Am  I  so  honoured? 

King.  Yes;  she  requests  them  to  demand  your  instant  dismissal, 
or  to  declare  war  against  France  ! 

Rich.  By  heavens!  she  must  have  had  another  letter  in  her 
bosom;  clever  trick!  {aside)  Has  my  anxiety  for  your  Majesty’s 
honor  led  me  so  far  astray.  We  must  apologize. 

King.  I  would  be  friends  with  the  Queen  !  direct  me  how. 

Rich.  Her  Majesty  leads  too  secluded  a  life.  Suppose,  sire,  you 
were  to  give  a  state  ball. 

King.  It  shall  be  so ;  summon  the  Queen  !  {to  Page) 

Exit  Page,  r.  d. 
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Rien.  Your  Majesty  has  been  too  distant  to  the  Queen  of  late  : 
and,  following  ever  in  your  steps,  I  fear  I  too  am  at  fault. 

King.  Ha,  you  priests  love  not  women,  so  must  be  excused. 

Enter  Queen,  n.  d.,  followed  by  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  new  insult  am  1  summoned  to  bear? 

King.  None,  my  beauteous  Austria,  none;  I  desire  to  make 
atonement  for  past  errors. 

Queen.  I  am  your  Majesty’s  slave. 

King.  Nay,  nay  !  i’faith,  not  so.  I  would  willingly  return  to  my 
fealty,  and  become  your’s.  Can  we  be  friends  on  no  terms? 

Queen.  ( lcinclly  to  King)  Would  your  Majesty  ever  speak  as 
kindly  as  you  do ;  we  should  need  no  mediators,  nor  apologies. 

King.  I’faith,  you  are  right.  ( hisses  her  hand)  Forgive  me. 
Jealous  of  your  beauty,  we  have  kept  you  too  secluded.  Having 
been  pleasingly  convinced  that  our  suspicions  were  unfounded;  to 
show  you  that  our  love  and  confidence  have  returned,  we  purpose 
giving  a  state  ball,  if  you  approve. 

Queen.  Oh,  gladly ! 

King.  When  shall  it  be  ? 

Queen.  When  you  command. 

King.  Nay  ’tis  for  your  pleasure — say  Thursday  next. 

Queen,  With  all  my  heart ! 

Rich.  ( interfering )  Your  Majesty  forgets  that  you  receive  the 
citizens  of  Rouen,  on  that  day. 

King.  Say  the  day  after. 

Rich.  ’Twill  scarce  give  time  to  complete  the  preparations  for  a 
state  ball,  {aside)  I  cannot  get  the  studs  in  time.  Would  it 
please  your  Majesty,  on  Thursday  week,  ten  days  from  this. 

King,  (to  Queen)  Say  you  ? 

Queen.  Most  willingly  ! 

Rich.  ( looking  maliciously  at  Queen)  Dare  I  suggest - 

King.  Say  on. 

Rich.  The  plainness  of  her  Majesty’s  attire  I  have,  with  pain, 
heard  made  the  subject  of  remark.  The  citizens  complain  of  failing 
trade.  The  merchants  murmur  that  their  foreign  fabrics  find  no 
market.  ( maliciously  shewing  handkerchief  to  Queen,  spread  out  to 
the  fullest  extent)  Such  trifles  e’en  as  these  can  find  no  purchasers. 
{the  Queen  puts  her  hand  suddenly  to  her  side  and  misses  the  sachet — 
she  looks  terrified  and  imploringly  at  Constance,  who  comprehends 
her  and  glides  round  to  table ,  l. — to  King)  And  yet  the  work  is  very 
beautiful;  is  it  not?  (King  looks  at  it  carelessly ,  but  as  he  turns 
away,  secs  the  initial ,  a  large  embroidered  UB") 

King.  ( starting  towards  u.)  The  cypher  “B.  B.” 

Constance  takes  it  gently,  coming  between  the  King  and 
Richelieu,  as  King,  without  looking,  hands  it  back;  Richelieu, 
c.,  moves  back  indignantly,  leaving  it  in  her  possession. 

Constance.  ( respectfully ,  l.  c.)  Your  Eminence’s  praises  of  my 
humble  workmanship,  confuse  and  overpower  me. 

King.  Your  workmanship  ?  the  letter  “B  ?” 
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Cox.  The  initial  of  my  husband's  name. 

^  Rich.  ( enraged  at  first  bat  relaxing  as  he  admires  her  cleverness) 
I  rue  !  his  name  is  Boniface,  (with  meaning)  He  may  ■well  be  proud 
of  such  a  clever  little  ivife.  (Constance  goes  round  to  bach  of  Queen's 
chair) 

Kino,  (laughs  at  his  supposed  mistake,  aside  to  Cardinal)  What 
a  jealous  tool  am  I.  (to  Queen)  For  this  ball  her  Majesty  will  put 
on  her  most  gorgeous  state,  that  these  rude  citizens  complain  no 
more. 

Rich.  I  know  her  Majesty  has  jewels  rare,  would  she  but  deign 
to  show  them ;  the  diamond  studs  you  gave  her  at  your  bridal,  her 
Majesty  I  know  must  prize  those  emblems  of  her  purity.  (Queen 
clings  to  arm  of  chair  for  support) 

King.  Her  Majesty  will  wear  them  then  ? 

Queen.  I — I - 

Kino.  We  shall  think  it  is  our  marriage  day  again. 

Rich.  Those,  if  no  others. 

King.  Right — those,  if  no  others,  you  hear  ? 

Queen,  (faintly)  I  do ! 

King.  You  will  not  fail?  (going  toivcirds  l.  d.) 

Queen.  No  ! 

King.  I  prize  them  highly. 

Rich.  Her  Majesty  remembers  the  day  ;  and  will  not  forget  the 
studs. 

Queen,  (dcisps  her  hands  and  sinhs  bach  in  seat)  Lost!  lost! 
(Constance  bends  over  her) 

Richelieu  exults ,  and  is  slowly  following  King  out,  l.  d  .—  loud 
flourish. 


END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — Exterior  of  the  Fortress  St.  Leon. 

Enter  Atiios,  Porthos,  and  Aramis,  r.  1  e. 

Port.  Arms  of  Achilles  !  Athos,  you  are  in  no  condition  to  fight 
a  duel. 

Aramis.  But  that  I  know,  at  three  o’clock,  I  shall  require  your 
services  as  seconds,  I  should  have  persuaded  you  to  remain  at  home. 
No  man  of  honor  would  challenge  you  to  fight,  invalid  as  you  are. 
Atiios.  I  challenged  him  ! 

Port.  Chimera  of  the  burning  brain  !  but  that  was  madness. 
By  Bacchus  !  'tis  strange  ;  1  have  a  meeting  at  two  ! 

Aramis.  Is’t  possible  ?  You  then  anticipated  me  by  an  hour. 
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Athos.  Gentlemen,  your  attention  ! — Here  comes  my  man  ! 

D’Artagnan  runs  in  l.,  while  he  stands  panting,  the  cloclc  strikes  one. 

Aramis.  Why,  that  individual  is  my  man  ! 

Port.  Obscurities  of  Fate  !  Why,  ’tis  my  man  too  ! 

D’Art.  (out  of  breath)  Oh  !  stay  a  moment,  I  am  not  going  to 
fight  three  at  once.  I  am  this  gentleman’s  man,  at  present ;  not 
your’s  till  two — nor  your’s  till  three.  But  I  am  ready  to  begin  now. 
Will  either  of  you  gentlemen  be  my  second? 

Athos.  You  are  already  out  of  breath ;  I  shall  attack  you  at  a 
disadvantage. 

D’Art.  Ha,  ha !  I  was  afraid  of  being  too  late.  I  was  talking 
to  the  Chevalier  de  Treville,  who  was  promising  me  a  place  in  his 
Musketeer  G  uards ;  when,  of  a  sudden,  I  caught  sight  of  a  gentle¬ 
man  I  owed  something  to.  I  was  afraid  of  losing  him,  so  I  jumped 
out  of  window.  ( all  look  at  each  other  in  surprise )  By-the-bye,  that 
window’s  too  high  ;  twenty  feet  is  quite  high  enough  for  a  jump. 
To  make  short  of  it,  my  gentleman  escaped.  Ah,  Bobby,  if  we 
had  but  caught  him. 

A ramis.  (c.,  to  Porthos)  The  fellow  has  courage  ? 

Port.  And  humour  ? 

D’Art.  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  for  a  friend  to  second  me  :  but 
meeting  a  captain  of  Richelieu’s  Guard,  I  asked  him  to  direct  me 
here.  He,  knowing  the  place,  guessed  my  errand,  and  promised 
to  serve  me. 

Athos.  Why  is  he  not  with  you  ? 

D’Art.  An  accident  prevented  it;  I  assure  you,  nothing  else. 
Coming  along,  I  heard  Notre  Dame  chime  the  quarters.  Said  I, 
“there  are  three-quarters  past  twelve,  we  must  hurry  on.’’  Says  he, 
“  you  are  mistaken,  it  is  but  half-past  twelve,  and  a  gentleman 
never  runs.”  “Run,  or  not,”  said  I,  “it  was  three-quarters.” 
He  stuck  to  it’s  being  but  half-past.  We  began  to  quarrel :  he 
drew  his  sword :  Bob  here,  was  out  in  a  moment.  It  was  thrust 
and  parry  with  us  for  two  minutes  :  at  last,  his  sword  arm  being 
rather  too  high,  I  got  him  under  the  elbow,  and  run  him  through 
the  ribs. 

Athos.  Dead? 

D’Art.  Really,  sir,  I  can’t  tell,  for  I  took  to  my  heels  as  fast  as 
possible,  fearing  that  I  might  keep  you  waiting. 

Port.  Good!  Son  of  Bellona  !  I  admire  the  lad.  ( patronizingly ) 
Youth  !  If  I  had  not  to  kill  thee  presently,  I  could  love  thee. 

D’Art.  I  am  sure  I  am  indebted. 

Athos.  Come,  time  wastes. 

D’Art.  Stay,  sir,  you  are  wounded.  An  invalid  !  I  am  sincerely 
sorry  for  having  hurt  you,  and  even  if  you  kill  me,  it  will  only 
irritate  your  wound.  Let  mo  entreat  you  then  to  be  third,  instead 
of  first,  and  the  chances  are,  two  to  one,  that  you  won’t  have  to 
exert  yourself  at  all. 

Aramis.  Nobly  said  !  It  shall  be.  I  will  take  his  place. 

Athos.  It  shall  not  be — come  on,  sir ! 
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D’Akt.  (aside)  I’ll  stand  on  my  guard,  and  so  tire  him  out — I 
shouldn’t  like  to  hurt  him.  Now,  Bob,  for  number  one  !  (they  begin 
to  figh  t) 

P  O  RT  ~) 

A.rvmis  (staying  them)  Hold  !  Hold!  (they  pause) 

Port.  Bastions  and  Grenades  !  Who  have  we  here?  Richelieu’s 
guard ! 

I)’ Art.  They’ll  not  interfere. 

A  Ramis.  They  will,  indeed. 

IT  Art.  They  had  better  not. 

All  stand  l.  c.  and  l.,  as  a  Captain  and  six  of  Richelieu's  Guard 

enter ,  u. 

Captain.  Gentlemen,  as  it  is  evident  that  you  are  here  for  the 
purposes  of  duelling,  you  must  consider  yourselves  my  prisoners. 
As  for  that  young  ’stranger,  guilty  of  the  death  of  Captain  St. 
Aubin,  I  charge  him  to  surrender. 

D’Art.  You  must  wait  then  ;  for  I’m  engaged  to  these  gentlemen 
and  can’t  come. 

Capt.  My  orders  are  positive.  Gentlemen,  I  am  compelled  to 
demand  your  swords. 

Athos.  And  you  will  be  compelled  to  earn  them  ’ere  you  take 
them. 

D’Art.  And  you’ll  find  the  “  four  points  ”  difficult  to  deal  with. 
Capt.  I  know  my  duty ;  but  will  take  your  words,  gentlemen, 
to  appear  when  called  on.  As  for  that  stranger  he  must  go  with 
me  at  once. 

Athos.  Sir,  he  is  a  brave  man,  and  one  of  us — our  motto  is, 
“  One  for  all,”  and  “Ail  for  one.”  We  will  defend  him  ! 

Capt.  (to  Soldiers)  Secure  your  prisoner  ! 

A  general  melee — Portiios,  Aramis,  and  D’Artagnan,  beat  all 
off,  r.  and  l.  except  the  Captain  who  remains  fighting  uith 
Atiios,  who  overcome  by  him  fcdls  as  D’Artagnan  enters 
rapidly  and  interposes ,  Captain  and  D’Artagnan  renew  the 
fight  while  Athos  rises,  D’Artagnan  overthroivs  Captain,  r.  c., 
and  holds  sword  to  his  throat. 

D’Art.  Beg  your  life  ! 

Capt.  I  scorn  it ! 

D’Art.  Then  you’re  a  brave  man,  and  shall  have  it  without.  Rise ! 

He  rises ,  politely  salutes  D’Artagnan,  and  exits ,  r.  1  e.,  as  Portiios 
and  Aramis  run  on,  l.,  D’Artagnan  turns  to  meet  them. 

D’Art.  Now,  Bob,  you’re  in  your  glory,  [about  to  attach  them, 
sees  his  mistake,  he  raises  his  hat,  they  return  the  salute) 

Athos.  (to  D’Artagnan)  Sir,  you  have  done  me  a  service— 1 
'  thank  you ! 

IT  Art.  Are  we  still  to  fight? 

Athos.  Y"ur  courage  is  unquestionable.  Let  us  befriends. 
Aramis.  He  shall  be  one  of  us. 

Port.  Sword  of  mighty  Agamemnon  !  Shall  be  !  Is - 
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D’Art.  Nothing  on  earth  can  please  me  so  well.  If  I  have 
offended  as  I  fear  I  have,  blame  my  country  manners  and  my 
father’s  counsel. 

Athos.  And  that  was - - 

D’Art.  Honor  the  King — obey  Monsieur  de  Treville,  and  never 
refuse  to  fight. 

Aramis.  Good  advice,  truly.  But  Athos  grows  weak. 

D’Aut.  The  lodging  I  have  taken  is  not  far  from  this  place,  let 
me  lead  you  there. 

Athos.  With  all  my  heart.  We  meet  at  Monsieur  de  Treville’s 
in  the  evening. 

Port.  And  remember  our  motto. 

All.  One  for  all  and  all  for  one ! 

Aramis  and  Porthos  exeunt ,  r.,  D’Artagnan  and  Athos,  l. 


Scene  II. —  Chamber  ( old  oalc )  in  Boniface's  House.  Tables  and 

chairs  discovered. 

Enter  Boniface  and  Constance,  r.,  quarrelling ,  Boniface  is  enor¬ 
mously  fat  and  bloated. 

Boni.  But,  Madame  Boniface,  remember  I  am  a  man  of  indepen¬ 
dent  property — and  as  a  man  of  independent  property,  I  shall  act 
in  an  independent  manner. 

Cons.  You  will  act  like  a  blockhead  as  you  always  do,  if  you 
don’t  follow  my  instructions. 

Boni.  Instructions!  Ah,  bah!  A  woman  instruct  me — monstrous! 

Cons.  Mr.  Boniface,  it  is  a  matter  of  life  and  death.  You  know 
travelling  is  good  for  your  health.  You  must  therefore  travel  to 
England,  post  haste. 

Boni.  To  England  ? 

Cons.  To  England  !  Post  to  Calais — cross  the  Channel — proceed 
to  London  ! 

Boni.  London? 

Cons.  And  whatever  happens  you  must  be  back  by  Thursday 
week. 

Boni.  But  what  would  be  my  errand,  and  to  whom  ? 

Cons.  That  you  shall  be  told  as  soon  as  you  are  ready  to  start. 

Boni.  But  who  will  pay  the  expenses  of  my  journey  ? 

Cons.  Those  for  whom  you  travel.  No  less  a  sum  than  a  hundred 
louis-d’or  will  be  your  reward. 

Boni.  A  hundred  ?  Pooh  !  My  friend,  the  Cardinal,  would  give 
five  times  the  sum ;  he  pays  like  a  prince. 

Cons.  The  Cardinal  ? 

Boni.  Yes  !  the  Cardinal — my  friend  Richelieu. 

Cons.  Your  friend  ! 

Boni.  Yes:  my  friend.  Lie  understands  me,  I  him.  I  hide  no 
secrets,  nothing  from  him.  When  I  was  first  taken  into  his 
presence,  I  felt  a  little  alarmed  and  shaky ;  but  he  soon  restored 
me  to  confidence.  We  got  very  friendly  in  no  time.  He  said  I 
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was  a  good  looking  man  of  my  years;  had  a  pretty  wife — (so  you 
are,  my  dear).  Asked  if  you  were  not  in  the  Queen’s  service.  1 
told  him,  Yes.  Asked  me  if  we  had  not  lodgers.  1  answer,  Yes. 
And  then,  to  clench  the  friendship  at  once,  I  told  him  that  the  Duke 
of  Buckingham  had  been  staying  with  us  incog,  and  had  only  de¬ 
parted  this  morning. 

Cons.  You  told  him  that? 

Born.  To  be  sure !  If  I  couldn’t  trust  a  Cardinal  with  such  a 
secret,  pray,  who  ought  to  know  it  ? 

Cons.  ( sarcastically )  Well,  you  are  clever ;  wise — wonderful ! 
brave — and  trustworthy  !  You’ve  played  a  manly  part. 

Boni.  Of  course;  and  in  admiration  of  my  manliness,  he  gave 
me  three  hundred  louis-d’or — here  they  are,  (shews  money  hay)  and 
here  shall  they  be  placed  in  safety.  ( puts  hay  in  cupboard  and  locks 
it  putting  key  in  Ids  pocket) 

Cons.  How  providential  that  I  did  not  trust  him  with  the  Queen’s 
secret. 

Boni.  There,  madam ;  that’s  what  it  is  to  be  a  friend  of  the 
Cardinal’s.  But  you,  a  poor  foundling,  brought  up  in  an  asylum, 
are  incapable  of  appreciating  the  honor  I  did  you,  when  I  selected, 
you  for  my  wife — partly  I  must  confess,  that  being  a  foundling,  I 
should  have  no  mother-in-law,  nor  be  troubled  with  poor  relations, 
as  you  never  had  any. 

Cons.  I  am  truly  sensible  of  your  condescension  ;  and  regret  that 
you  had  not  made  a  wiser  choice. 

Boni.  1  am  content.  Now,  my  dear,  I  must  know  why  you  want 
me  to  go  to  London. 

•Cons.  I  want  you  to  go  to  London?  Nonsense  ! 

'Boni.  u  Nonsense  !”  But  you  said  so. 

Cons.  Then  I  only  said  so  to  try  how  far  you  really  would  go  to 
please  me. 

Boni.  Then  if  I  say  I  will  go  ? 

Cons.  Then  I  should  say  I  doubt. 

Boni.  Then  at  once,  madam,  1  say,  go  I  will ! 

Cons.  At  once,  I  say,  go  you  need  not ! 

Boni.  What  is  the  errand  ? 

Cons.  I  have  none ! 

Boni.  A  ou  have - 

Cons.  ( carelessly )  No  ! 

Boni.  There  is  some  mystery  here,  (she  smiles )  Some  secret !  (she 
shrugs  her  shoulders  and  walks  about,  he  following  in  a  passion)  And 
I’ll  know  it,  madam. 

Cons.  No  doubt ! 

Boni.  Will  you  tell  me — eh  ?  Then  I’ll  find  it  out!  or  if  I  can’t, 
my  friend  the  Cardinal  shall.  So  remember  !  you  shall  find  to  your 
cost,  what  it  is  to  trifle  with  a  man  who  has  Iiiehelieu  for  his 
friend.  _  Exit  l. 

Cons.  ’Twas  well  I  did  not  trust  him.  I,  who  love  the  Queen  so 
much,  was  near  betraying  her  to  her  worst  enemy.  My  husband, 
I  perceive,  is  no  friend  of  hers.  A  mere  spy  of  Richelieu’s.  Alas, 
alas!  who,  now  can  I  trust — who  will  be  my  messenger? 

P 
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D’Aiitaonan  heard  laughing  and  bidding  some  one  farewell , 
outside ,  l.  1  e. 

Ha  !  ’tis  the  young  cavalier,  our  new  lodger,  in  company  with  a 
musketeer  of  *De  Treville’s  company. 

Enter  D’Artagnan  and  Atiios,  l.  1  e, — D’ArI’AGNaS  bows  to 

Constance  rather  confusedly ,  Atiios  in  the  most  courteous  manner; 

Constance  crosses  to  l.,  and  acknowledging  their  politeness,  exit  1  e. 

Athos.  ( indifferently )  A  pretty  woman  that. 

D’Art.  She’s  the  hostess. 

Atiios.  ( putting  his  chair  beside  table )  A  youthful  one. 

D’Art.  That  is  no  fault. 

Athos.  Not  if  her  husband  be  as  young  as  herself. 

D’Art.  He’s  more  than  twice  her  age— what  is  it  then? 

Athos.  A  crime ! 

D’Art.  On  her  side?  ( getting  wine  and  glasses  from  side  table  and 
putting  them,  during  the  above ,  on  table,  c.) 

Athos.  Yes. 

D’Art.  She — she  is  the  most  innocent  of  women  ! 

Athos.  ( contemptuously )  Bah  !  Believe  it  not.  Innocence  and 
youth  choose  not  for  their  mate  penurious  age,  nor  beauty  sacrifice 
itself  to  what  it  loathes,  without  some  guilty  object. 

D’Art.  You  perhaps  have  suffered  from  some  woman’s  wanton¬ 
ness,  and  judge  all  alike, 

Athos.  You’re  a  boy.  Come,  where  is  this  wine  ?  (D’Artagnan 
sits  r.  of  table,  and  fills)  Wine  is  the  only  true  friend  to  man  :  the 
only  one  that  can  bring  comfort  to  the  blighted  heart,  and  make 
the  grief-oppressed  brain  forget  its  gloom.  ( drinks )  Woman:  bah! 
serpents  all !  More  wine !  ( fills  and  drinks ) 

D’Art.  Serpents?  Nay,  nay !  you  could  not  look  upon  a  face 
like  hers,  and  say  so. 

Athos.  (bitter !y)  I  have  seen  a  face  excelling  hers — the  mask  to 
blackest  thoughts  and  deadliest  crimes. 

D’Art.  All  women  must  not  be  judged  so. 

Atiios.  ( drinks  again)  No !  for  all  women  have  not  the  motive 
nor  the  opportunity. 

D’Art.  I  see  ;  some  cruel  disappointment  hath  embittered  you  ! 
Some  dagger  hath  been  planted  in  your  heart  by  woman’s  hand, 
and  you  rather  nurse  the  wound  than  cure  it.  Choose  for  yourself 
some  new  beauty  ;  you’ll  forget  the  old. 

Athos.  I,  in  my  time,  have  thought  as  you  do  now.  I  have 
grown  wiser — sadder.  ( mournfully )  Sadder  ! 

D’Art.  You  are  wounded — ill — your  spirit’s  faint;  try  another 
glass.  ( pours  one) 

Atiios.  D’Artagnan  :  I  like  you — you  are— you  are  frank  ;  my 
secret  is  known  to  Porthos  and  Aramis,  alone.  It  shall  not  be 
hidden  from  you. 

D’Art.  Will  you  show  me  so  much  confidence? 

Athos.  I  know  you  to  be  brave.  Treachery  is  the  coward’s  vice. 
You  have  heard  speak  of  the  Count  d’Arderr'e  ? 

D’Art.  1  cannot  recal  the  name. 
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Atuos.  lie  was  a  young  noble  of  Montpellier — the  lord  of  a 
princely  estate.  Proud  of  his  unstained  ancestry,  his  spotless  fame, 
and  courted  for  his  wealth  ;  lie  saw  through  the  hollow  protestations 
ot  the  lofty  dames  with  whom  he  mingled ;  so  quitting  Paris  and 
its  snares,  retired  to  his  domains.  A  young  and  lovely  girl, 
accompanying  a  priest,  her  brother,  became  the  neighbours  of  his 
chateau.  The  noble  caught  sight  of  her  in  his  lonely  rambles ; 
and  the  heart  that  rebelled  against  the  blandishments  of  a  Court, 
became  the  willing  captive  of  the  simple  villager.  He  told  her 
of  his  love,  he  tempted  her  in  vain ;  until  infatuated  by  her 
virtuous  constancy,  he  promised  marriage!  Think  of  her  delight! 
Yet,  fearful  of  her  brother’s  doubts ;  at  her  request,  the  promise 
was  kept  secret  for  a  time.  Soon  after  this,  the  brother  died 
suddenly.  Picture  to  yourself,  her  grief — her  tears — her  innocence 
— her  unprotected  loveliness ;  begetting  warmer  sympathy  in  the 
young  noble’s  heart,  he  married  her ! 

D’Art.  ’Twas  a  generous  act. 

Atuos.  The  funeral  of  so  near  a  relative  forbade  publicity  to 
the  marriage  her  lover’s  importunity  would  not  permit  to  be 
delayed :  when  one  summer’s  evening,  while  riding  side  by 
side,  her  steed  threw  her.  He  raised  her,  stunned  and  fainting, 
from  the  earth  ;  hastily  loosened  some  portion  of  her  dress,  to  give 
her  air,  when  to  his  amazement,  marked  upon  her  shoulder — was 
the  flower  de  luce.  She  was. a  branded  criminal !  A  felon! 

D’Aet.  What  did  her  husband  ? 

Atuos.  He  gazed  upon  her  prostrate  figure  for  a  time,  stunned 
and  bewildered.  Then  came  a  thought.  He  prayed  that  she  was 
dead  !  But  no  !  Life  returned  and  with  it,  to  him,  the  knowledge 
of  her  treachery — his  disgrace  !  With  returning  consciousness, 
her  eye  met  his.  In  that  glance  she  saw  her  deceit  was  unmasked  : 
she  read  scorn  and  loathing  in  his  features :  defiance  mantled  upon 
hers.  A  mutual  hatred  inspired  them !  She  stood  before  him, 
alone,  in  the  gloomy  forest — beyond  the  sound  of  human  voice. 

D’Art.  He  did  not  murder  her? 

Athos.  No  !  Each  knew  the  other’s  thoughts  :  she  hoped  not 
for  mercy  nor  asked  it.  For  one  moment  only,  she  tried  to  put 
forth  her  strength,  but  in  his  grasp  ’twas  vain  :  into  the  forest’s 
most  untrodden  depths  he  led  her.  With  her  horse’s  trappings 
bound  her  tightly  to  a  tree,  and  when  night  approached,  left  her 
a  prey  to  savage  wolves. 

D’Art.  ’Twas  horrible ! 

Athos.  ’Twas  just!  as  by  the  sequel  you  shall  learn.  Hastening 
back  to  her  cottage,  he  searched  her  papers ;  then  was  the  truth 
revealed. —  The  pretended  priest  was  not  her  brother,  but  her 
paramour!  one  St.  Quentin  byname — like  her,  a  convict.  ’Midst 
other  documents,  were  memorandums  of  various  means  of  dealing 
secret  deaths.  Conviction,  too  late,  dawned  within  the  wronged 
husband’s  mind.  He  had  the  body  of  the  paramour  exhumed  ; 
within  the  skull  was  found  a  leaden  testimony  of  his  murder  !  She 
had  poured  the  molten  metal  in  his  ear,  as  he  lay  sleeping,  and  so 
destroyed  the  bar  to  her  ambition  ! 
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D’Art.  A  fearful  tale  !  And  he,  the  Count  ? 

Athos.  He  fled. 

D’Art.  Know  you  his  fate  ? 

Athos.  Yes :  to  brood  in  settled  melancholy  ;  shun  womankind. 
His  all  of  life — the  bottle  and  the  sword  !  {rising  from  seat )  I  am 
he  ! — Athos,  the  Musketeer  ! 

D’Art.  You  have  had  good  cause  for  melancholy,  truly. 

Athos.  {recklessly)  More  wine  !  {pours  a  glass)  Wliat’s  life  with¬ 
out  enjoyment  ?  ( drinks )  Drink,  man,  drink. 

Constance.  ( without ,  l.  1  e.)  Help  !  help  !  Oh,  save  me  ! 
D’Art.  More  fun  !  Wanted  again,  Boh  !  What’s  this  ? 

Constance  runs  in ,  in  terror,  l.  1  e crosses  to  r. — D’Artagnan  and 
Athos  advance ,  c.,  intercepting  a  Captain  and  four  Soldiers  who 
run  in  after  her ,  followed  by  Boniface. 

Boni.  That’s  her!  seize  her.  She’s  my  wife;  and,  if  Richelieu 
wants  her  he  shall  have  her. 

D’Art.  ’Tis  false  !  Fatty  !  No  one  shall  have  her  against  her 
will. 

Captain,  {to  Men)  Seize  her  ! 

D’Art.  At  your  peril  ! 

(Captain  and  Soldiers  advance  to  seize  her  —  Athos  and 
D’Artagnan  attack  and  drive  them  off ,  l.  1  e. — Constance 
retreats  up  stage,  r.  ;  Boniface  lays  hold  of  her,  and  is  drag¬ 
ging  her  across  to  l. — D’Artagnan  returns,  seizes  him,  throws 
him  round  to  L.  c.,  dealing  him  a  terrific  kick  lohicli  floors  him; 
he  rolls  about  in  great  agony. — D’Artagnan  flourishes  his 
sword  about  Boniface’s  head,  which  dreadfully  alarms  him ) 

D’Art.  {his  foot  on  Boniface’s  belly)  Shall  I  cut  his  nose  off? 
Cons.  Oh,  spare  him  !  spare  him  ! 

Bom.  {trembling)  Oh  yes,  do  !  Spare  me,  spare  me  ! 

D’Art.  For  your  sake,  I  do.  Rise,  Fatty.  (Boniface,  after  two 
or  three  ineffectual  attempts ,  docs  so)  Begone  ! 

Boniface  trembles ,  and  is  about  to  exit  slowly ;  D’Artagnan  puts  his 
foot  up  and  drives  him  forward  against  Athos,  icho  re-enters ,  Boni¬ 
face  clings  to  his  ivounded  arm. 

Athos.  {ivith  sudden  pain  and  rage)  Dog  ?  My  arm  !  (gives  him 
a  tremendous  kick,  which  sends  him  flying  off,  l.  1  e. 

D’Art.  My  friend,  arc  we  safe  ?  Have  you  secured  the  door  ? 
Athos.  ’Cad  no  !  and  they  may  return.'  (looks  at  D’Artagnan 
and  Constance,  who  are  together ,  c.)  Be  warned  !  Exit,  l.  1  e. 

Cons.  You  are  not  hurt,  not  wounded? 

D’Art.  Not  a  scratch.  What  was  the  cause  of  your  husband’s 
strange  conduct  ? 

Cons.  Richelieu  knowing  that  I  possess  the  Queen’s  confidence 
wanted  to  make  me  a  prisoner. 

D’Art.  But  your  husband. 

COjNS.  I  had  nearly  betrayed  to  him  my  secret. 
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D’Art.  Oh,  then  husbands  ought  not  at  all  times  to  know  their 
wives’  secrets? 

Cons.  ( looks  archly  at  him )  Eh  ? 

D’Art.  Do  you  love  that — that  (turning  u phis  nose)  fat  gentleman 
— ah,  I  see  you  don’t.  That’s  one  of  the  secrets,  eh?  Why  how 
amongst  so  many  lovers  as  you  must  have  had,  could  you  have 
chosen  such  a — a  fat  gentleman  ? 

Cons.  I  never  had  any  other  lover  but  him. 

D’Art.  Impossible  ! 

Cons.  No,  indeed.  1  am  a  foundling,  was  brought  up  in  an  asylum, 
and  never  left  it  but  to  come  here  as  his  wife. 

D’Art.  How  strange  !  But  you  can’t  have  much  affection  for 
such  an  old  fat — person,  as  that? 

Cons.  lie’s  my  husband. 

D’Art.  That’s  no  odds !  Speak  the  truth — you  love  some  one  else 

better  ? 

Cons.  Ah,  yes  ! 

D’Art.  ( complacently )  May  I  ask  whom  ?  Hem! 

Cons.  The  Queen.  I  love  the  Queen  best  of  all  the  world,  she  is 
so  kind,  so  good  to  me.  Don’t  you  love  her? 

D’Art.  Oh,  yes,  of  course,  if  you  do ! 

Cons.  1  do,  dearly,  and  would  run  any  risk  to  serve  her.  Wouldn’t 
you  ? 

D’Art.  For  your  sake,  any  ! 

Cons.  No,  I  should  not  like  you  to  incur  danger;  and  yet — Oh, 
sir!  I  should  esteem  you  above  all  the  world,  but  her — if — if 
you- — 

D’Art.  I  will  then,  whatever  it  is  !  I  swear  it,  for  your  sake,  for 
by — I  can’t  say  what — I  love  you,  more  than  ever  you  can  me  ! 

Cons.  1  hardly  know  that. 

D’Art.  I  am  sure.  Now  you  only  love  me  next  to  the  Queen, 
I  love  you  (draws  her  affectionately  to  him)  next  to  myself,  and  as 
near  as  possible. 

Cons,  (disengaging  herself)  T  must  not  listen  to  this.  The  Queen 
is  in  great  danger ; — nay,  her  life  is  threatened.  In  a  weak  moment 
she  gave  to  a  friend,  twelve  diamond  studs.  Richelieu,  by  some 
means,  appears  to  be  aware  of  it.  At  a  state  ball,  to  be  given  on 
Thursday  week,  these  studs  must  be  worn;  or  the  Queen’s  error 
will  be  discovered;  those  again  in  her  possession,  she  can  frustrate 
the  machinations  of  Richelieu,  who  is  her  bitterest  enemy; — be  thou 
her  friend,  and  I  will  love  thee  for  ever. 

D’xVrt.  You  charming  little  soul !  Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  so 
ten  minutes  ago,  and  you  should  have  been  a  widow. 

Cons.  Oh,  fly  to  England  with  all  speed!  This  paper  is  in  the 
Queen’s  own  writing.  Post  to  London — see  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
— and  fly  back  upon  the  wings  of  light. 

D’Art.  Of  love?  But  when  I  return? 

Cons.  Hasten  to  the  Abbey  of  St.  Sulspice,  and  remain  there  till 
I  come  to  you.  I  shall  learn  from  watchers  the  time  of  your  arrival. 
But  on  your  honor,  1  charge  yon  deliver  the  studs,"  which  the 
Duke  will  give  you,  into  no  hands  but  mine. 
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D'Aet.  I  will  not  fail  if  life  lasts,  and  Bob  is  true  to  me  ! 

Cons,  (takes  ring  from  her  finger J  Take  this  !  ’twas  given  meby 
the  Queen,  and  will  remind  you.' 

D’Art  Nay,  nay,  keep  your  jewel,  I  want  nothing  but.  to  hear 
your  kind  voice  when  I  come  back.  Vet  ( observing  a  small  black 
'wooden  cross  hanging  from  her  neck  by  a  black  ribbon)  Here  is  a  toy 
which  I  will  beg  from  you. 

Cons.  This  ?  ’Tis  such  a  trifle  ! 

D’Akt.  The  very  thing ;  valuable  only  as  a  gift  from  you. 

Cons.  This  little  wooden  cross  was  found  suspended  round  my 
neck  when  on  the  steps  of  Notre  Dame,  I  was  abandoned,  a  helpless 
babe.  The  good  priest  when  I  left  the  asylum  to  come  here, 
blessed  it,  and  told  me  to  wear  it  always,  as  by  its  means  I  might 
some  day  find  my  parents. 

D’Akt.  Then  I  withdraw  my  request  ! 

Cons.  But  I  can  lend  it  you,  can  I  not?  It  has  been  blessed  and 
may  preserve  you  on  your  journey. 

D’Akt.  You  are  right !  That  and  Bob,  and  on  my  road  I  may 
find  your  parents  for  you. 

Cons.  I  have  no  such  hope. 

D’Akt.  Nevermind!  If  I  don’t  you  shall  have  half  of  mine. 

Cons.  Yours  ? 

D’Art.  Yes,  they’re  big  enough  for  both  of  us. 

Cons.  ( laughing  takes  it  off,  Ice  kneels,  she  places  it  round  his  neck) 
’Tis  the  only  treasure  that  I  prize,  but  it  is  freely  yours. 

D’Art,  ( detaining  her  arms  round  his  neck )  ’Tis  very  beautiful. 

Cons.  The  workmanship  ? 

D’Art.  No,  the  sensation. 

Cons.  Take  this  handkerchief  also,  {the  same  as  in  previous  Act) 
It  may  gain  you  immediate  audience  to  the  Duke,  which  might 
be  otherwise  denied,  {he  takes  it)  Now  then,  you  will  depart  at  once. 

D’Art.  Without  further  delay;  except  one  word  to  Athos. 

Cons.  Stay  !  Have  you  the  means  to  pursue  your  journey  ? 

D’Art.  Such  as  they  are. 

Cons.  In  this  cupboard  are  three  hundred  louis-d’or,  could  I  but 
open  it.  {cupboard  in  f.) 

D’Art.  Permit  me.  {strikes  panel  with  his  fist,  it  smashes)  And 
this  money  is - 

Cons.  My  husband’s. 

D’Art.  ( hesitating )  Hum  !  But - 

Con.  Given  him  by  Richelieu. 

D’Akt.  Richelieu  ? 

Con.  To  betray  the  Queen.  * 

D’Art.  Ah  ! 

Con.  And  myself. 

D’Art.  {pocketing  it)  Oh!  then ’tis  only  feapturing  the  enemy’s 
ammunition. 

Con.  On  Thursday  week,  at  latest,  you  return? 

D’Art.  Fear  not.  (^Constance  ofers  her  hand,  he  kisses  it 
passionately) 

Con.  Adieu. 
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D’ Art.  Farewell.  ( about  to  exit ,  turns  bacl’,  embraces  and  hisses 
Mr)  Remember,  I’m  next  to  the  Queen. 

Exit,  D’Artagnan,  l.  ;  Constance,  r. 


Scene  II. — Exterior  of  the  Sally  Port  and  Landing  Place  at  Calais. 
At  l.  u.  or  3rd  entrance  an  archway  raised  two  or  three  steps, 
within  the  arch  is  a  passage  leading  off,  l.  A  low  wall  runs  across 
stage  at  bach,  on  level  with  arch.  Beyond  is  the  open  sea,  practicable 
waters.  Elay  staff,  r.  c.  During  scene,  from  commencement,  stage 
gradually  grows  dark. 

Enter  Chevalier  le  Tour,  an  effeminate  fop,  l.  1  e.,  conducting  in 

Lady  de  Winter. 

Le  Tour.  Your  ladyship  has  not  made  a  very  long  stay  in  Paris. 
Could  none  of  our  Court  gallants  induce  you  to  illumine  their  gay 
sphere  a  little  longer  ? 

Lady  W.  Had  the  Chevalier  le  Tour  been  a  resident  in  Paris,  I 
might  not  now  have  been  at  Calais. 

Le  Tour.  Really  your  ladyship  overpowers  me. 

Lady  W.  As  I  dare  not  trust  myself  longer  listening  to  your 
dangerous  compliments ;  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  at  once  state  the 
object  of  my  visit — next  to  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you. 

Le  Tour,  (aside)  She  is  a  most  delightful  woman. 

Lady  W.  I  am  the  bearer  of  this  dispatch  from  Cardinal 
Richelieu.  * 

Le  Tour,  [raises  has  hat  ceremoniously)  From  the  minister  ?  and 
by  so  fair  a  hand  !  ( opens  it  and  reads )  “  Give  Lady  de  Winter,  the 
bearer  of  this,  your  best  assistance  to  reach  England  immediately. 
Seize  any  other  person  endeavouring  to  leave  the  port  ( more  espe¬ 
cially  if  belonging  to  the  Musketeer  Guard  whom  I  suspect)  unless 
bearing  a  special  pass,  signed  as  the  enclosed — “  Richelieu.”  And 
this  I  presume  is  the  pass,  (reads  slip  of  paper)  “On  business  of 
State — let  the  bearer  pass — “  Richelieu.”  Short  but  concise,  truly. 
I  am  to  understand  that  your  ladyship  wishes  to  sail  for  England  ? 
Lady  W.  Without  one  moment’s  delay. 

Le  Tour.  I  fear  your  ladyship  will  have  to  remain  till  morning. 
Lady  W.  Impossible ! 

Le  Tour.  Had  your  ladyship  arrived  half  an  hour  sooner,  you 
might  have  been  accommodated. 

Lady  W.  And  why  not  now  ? 

Le  Tour.  An  English  gentleman  for  whom  a  vessel  has  been 
waiting  these  three  days,  but  just  arrived,  and  went  immediately 
on  board.  The  ship  is  this  moment  weighing  anchor. 

Lady  W.  (aside)  ,  It  must  be  Buckingham.  Sir,  he  is  the  very 
person  I  am  hastening  to  join. 

Le  Tour.  Rather  annoying.  Can  I  not  console  your  ladyship 
for  his  absence,  until  the  rising  of  the  tide  enables  us  to  float 
another  vessel  for  you. 

Lady  W.  (pacing  about  angrily)  A  truce  to  this  folly,  sir.  Have 
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you  no  boat  in  which  I  could  reach  the  ship  before  she  starts  out 
to  sea  ? 

Le  Tour.  Night  is  advancing,  surely  you  would  not  venture? 
Lady  W.  I  will  venture  anything,  to  reach  that  vessel. 

Le  Tour.  Your  ladyship  will  bear  the  risk? 

Lady  W.  Anything  rather  than  delay. 

Le  Tour.  Ho!  Eustace!  Moreau!  Your  ladyship  is  on  a 
dangerous  venture. 

Lady  W.  I  am  used  to  danger. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  through  archway ,  r.  u  e. 

Le  Tour,  (to  Eustace)  You  have  two  small  boats  belonging  to 
the  fort,  is  either  of  them  seaworthy  ? 

Eustace.  I  doubt  it,  sir. 

Lady  W.  I  am  not  alarmed! 

Le  Tour.  Procure  two  men  to  row  this  lady  to  the  English  ship 
now  leaving  the  harbour.  Not  a  moment’s  delay ! 

They  exeunt  through  arch,  n.  u.  e. 

I  trust  your  ladyship  gives  me  credit  for  doing  my  best  to  serve  you  ? 
Lady  AY.  You  have  done  your  duty. 

Exit  after  Soldiers,  l.  u.  e. 
Le  Tour.  She  is  not  quite  so  amiable  as  I  thought.  Now  what 
can  she  want  in  such  a  terrible  hurry  ?  And  with  an  order  from 
the  great  man  Richelieu.  Never  mind!  Richelieu's  secrets  are 
dangerous.  A  head  never  sits  safely  that  learns  too  much  of  them. 
IIo,  Eustace  !  A  deuce  of  a  woman,  truly.  Eustace  ! 

Enter  Eustace,  l.  u.  e.,  the  Loot  with  Lady  de  Winter  in  it  is  roiced 

by  two  Men  from,  l.  to  R. 

Eustace,  I  have  just  received  strict  orders  from  my  friend,  Richelieu, 
that  the  port  is  to  be  closed  against  any  person  endeavouring  to 
escape,  not  beaiing  an  order  like  this.  Now  look  to  this,  Eustace, 
and  that  we  may  not  be  wanting  in  vigilance,  place  two  extra 
sentinels  at  the  stair  heads. 

Eustace  goes  off,  r.  and  returns  with  two  Soldiers,  they  cross  and 
exeunt  through  archway,  l.  u.  e. 

Really  mine  is  a  post  of  considerable  more  importance  than  I  had 
believed.  It  is  not  quite  clear  to  my  mind  that  Richelieu  could 
find  another  chevalier  in  the  kingdom  to  fill  it  as  I  do.  (he  sits 
carelessly  on  steps,  stage  has  grown  half-dark ) 

Enter  D’Artagnan,  hurriedly,  l.  1  e. 

D’Art.  So  safe  in  Calais!  If  the  remainder  of  my  journey  is 
accomplished  as  prosperosly  as  what’s  past,  I  shall  be  in  London 
before  the  Duke,  I  think.  I  shall  return  sooner  than  Constance — 
Hem  !  Madame  Boniface,  can  expect.  What  a  pity  that  she’s 
married.  Porthos  says,  “  All  the  better.”  I  can't  see  that !  Now 
how  am  I  to  get  on  board  a  ship  ?  This  is  the  sally  part. 

Huns  up  steps ,  l.  u.  e.  and  stumbles  over  Le  Tour,  who  jumps  up 
indignantly  and  arranges  his  dress. 

Le  Tour.  Sir !  this  rudeness. 
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D’A  rt.  I  could  not  help  it,  really,  (going) 

Le  Tour.  Stay,  sir!  You  have  insulted  me. 

I)’Art.  (drawing  his  sword ,  and  standing  on  guard)  Make  haste, 
then,  for  1  haven’t  much  time  to  spare. 

Le  Tour.  Fight,  sir  ?  I’m  on  guard. 

I)’ Art.  So  am  1. 

Le  Tour.  I  mean,  sir,  on  duty. 

D’Art.  Then,  why  don’t  you  say  what  you  mean  ?  (going) 

Le  Tour.  Stay,  sir! 

D’Art.  Boh!  (to  Le  Tour)  What  the  deuce  do  you  want  ? 

Le  Tour.  To  know  your  business,  sir. 

D’Art.  That’s  very  impertinent  of  you. 

Le  Tour.  Answer  me,  directly;  or  1  shall  place  you  in  arrest. 

D’Art.  Thank  you,  I’ve  no  time  for  a  rest  at  present. 

Le  Tour.  I  am  under  the  necessity  of  demanding  your  purpose 
here. 

D’Art.  I  want  to  take  ship  for  England. 

Le  Tour.  I  thought  as  much.  Know  }rou  not,  sir,  that  the 
Guard  is  doubled,  to  prevent  the  escape  of  any  person  from  this  port? 

D’Art.  Say  you  so? 

Le  Tour.  No  one  quits  this  place  without  producing  a  pass. 

D’Art.  A  pass? 

Le  Tour.  Like  this,  (shows  it) 

D’Art.  (passing  with  sword )  I  shall  have  to  give  him  a  pass  like 
this  in  a  minute — eh  ?  Bob. 

Le  Tour.  I  see  you  have  not  one.  Ho  ! - 

D’Art.  Stay,  sir !  You  will  find  I  have  no  need  of  a  pass. 
(drawing  himself  up  proudly)  I  am  one  of  His  Majesty’s  Musketeer 
Guards. 

Le  Tour.  Oh,  ho  !  I  suspected  as  much.  You  are  my  prisoner. 
Flo  !  Eustace  !  a  guard  there  ! 

D’Art.  (seizing  him  by  the  throat)  Silence!  or  you  die.  (D’Artag- 
nan  puts  pistol  to  his  head — Le  'Pour  trembles  violently) 

Le  Tour.  You  would  not  murder  a  gentleman  ? 

D’Art.  (drags  him  to  flagstaff ,  and  hides  himself  behind  it  and 
Le  Tour,  still  holding  pistol  to  his  head)  Ha  !  the  guard  approaching  ! 
repeat  my  words ;  or  you  are  a  dead  man  ! 

(four  Soldiers  march  on  from  the  interior  of  arch ,  and  as  the 
first  two  are  about  to  descend  steps) 

D’Art.  [whispers  to  Le  Tour)  Halt ! 

Le  Tour,  (in  alarm)  Halt !  Soldiers,  halt ! 

D’Art.  (to  Le  Tour)  Get  a  boat  ready. 

Le  Tour,  (to  Le  Tour)  Get  a  boat  ready. 

D’Art.  Right-about-face  ! 

Le  Tour.  Right-about-face  !  (the  Soldiers  obey ) 

D’Art.  March!  (Le  Tour,  afraid  of  their  absence ,  hesitates — 
D’Artagnan  gives  him  a  shake)  Quick  ! 

Le  Tour.  Quick  march  ! 

Soldiers  return ,  l.  u.  e. 

D’Art.  (advances)  Your  sword.  (Le  Tour  gives  it)  Your  scarf. 
(Le  Tour  gives  it)  Your  doublet.  (Le  Tour  hesitates)  Quick!  (he 
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scrambles  it  off  rapidly— D’Artagnan  tales  papers  from  doublet 
poclcet ,  then  fastens  the  doublet  over  Le  Tour’s  head  and  mouth ,  with 
the  scarf  ties  his  hands  behind  him ,  and  with  the  cords  hanging  from 
large  flagsta  ff  ties  him  to  it) 

D’Art.  There,  sir ;  I  have  taken  more  trouble  with  you  than  I 
had  intended ;  but,  considering  your  brave  and  gentlemanly  con¬ 
duct,  not  so  much  as  you  deserve.  ( waving  the  pass)  Now,  for 
England  ! 

He  goes  up  steps  and  through  archway — when  he  is  off ,  Le  Tour 
kicks  about  as  though  suffocating. 

Eustace  enters  from  archway  with  the  pass  in  his  hand,  looks  around 
for  Le  Tour,  at  length  sees  him — he  releases  him. 

Le  Tour.  Where  is — is  that? - (Eustace  shows  him  the  pass) 

Stolen,  stolen  from  me,  by  that - 

Eustace  runs  back  to  arch,  calling  “  Guards  !” 

(D’Artagnan  is  seen  standing  up  in  boat  crossing  from  l.,  behind 
arch  to  r.,  rowed  by  two  Men) 

Le  Tour.  ( calling  to  Men  in  boat)  Secure  him  !  Bring  him  back 
for  your  lives ! 

( the  Men  rise  in  boat  to  obey — D’Artagnan  thrusts  them  over¬ 
board. — Guards  run  on  from  arch ) 

Le  Tour.  Fire  !  at  the  villain,  fire  ! 

(Guards  fire  at  D’Artagnan;  who  fires  a  pistol  at  Le  Tour; 
he  falls  and  rolls  about  the  stage . — Alarm  bell  is  rung — • 
D’Artagnan  is  seen  rowing  off. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I. —  Cabin  of  the  Ship.  The  flats  represent  the  stern.  One  of 

the  ports  open. 

Enter  Buckingham  followed  by  Seadrift. 

Buck.  Let  the  anchor  be  weighed  instantly.  Make  for  any 
English  port  the  wind  is  fairest  for. 

Sea.  Your  Grace,  in  five  minutes  we  shall  be  under  weigh  for 
Dover.  Exit,  l.  1  e. 

The  noise  of  tackle ,  “  Heave  oh,”  &c.  overheard. 

Buck.  ( throws  himself  on  couch  and  looks  at  casket)  Dearest  Anne, 
and  shall  I  behold  you  no  more  ?  Ah,  bright  gems,  you  mock  my 
gloomy  thoughts,  or  does  your  brilliancy  foretel  a  happier  future, 
and  bid  me  still  live  on  in  hope. 

A  boat  is  seen  to  pass  the  port  voiced  by  two  men.  Lady  de 
Winter  is  seated  in  the  stern-sheets.  A  hail  is  heard  outside. 
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Buck,  (rises  and  puts  casket  open  on  table)  Another  passenger — 
I  am  in  no  mood  for  interruption. 

Enter  Seadiuft,  n. 

Sea.  Your  Grace,  a  lady  has  come  on  hoard,  who  desires  a 
passage  to  England.  This  being  the  only  vessel  about  to  sail,  she 
begs  your  permission  to  accompany  us. 

Buck.  ’Tis  unfortunate  ;  but  her  business  may  be  as  urgent  as 
my  own.  She  need  not  know  who  I  am,  so  permit  her  to  remain 
since  she  is  on  board ;  and  crowd  on  all  sail. 

Exit  Seadiuft,  h. 

Buck.  To-morrow’s  dawn  will  shew  me  the  white  cliffs  of  England, 
Then  come  the  toils  and  cares  of  state  again. 

Enter  Seadiuft,  it.  conducting  in  Lady  de  Winter — he  then  exits. 

Lady  AY.  I  am  fortunate  in  being  in  time  to  reach  your  vessel, 
but  unfortunate  if  my  presence  is  an  intrusion. 

Buck.  It  is  impossible  that  the  society  of  a  lady — ( she  raises  her 
veil)  Blanche  ! 

Lady  W.  The  Duke  of  Buckingham  !  This  is  indeed  a  surprise. 

Buck.  What  ungracious  accident  could  have  caused  this 
encounter  ? 

Lady  \\r.  What  ungracious  thoughts  can  prompt  such  un¬ 
gracious  words  from  the  polished  A'iliiers. 

Buck.  ( pacing  angrily)  So  unpleasant  an  interview  must  not  lie 
prolonged.  Having  discovered  by  whom  your  voyage  must  be  ac¬ 
companied,  I  trust  your  ladyship  does  not  intend  to  pursue  it.  I 
will  give  orders  for  your  boat  to  be  recalled. 

Lady  W.  You  must  pardon  me,  it  is  not  my  intention  to  with¬ 
draw,  for  I  may  not  have  another  opportunity  to  tell  his  Grace  of 
Buckingham,  of  the  many,  very  many  obligations  I  am  under  to 
his  noble  kindness  ! 

Buck.  ( throws  himself  on  seat)  Madam,  I  know  your  temper  too 
well  to  cross  it,  1  am  your  prisoner  and  must  listen. 

Lady  W.  (seeing  casket  intimates  that  she  knows  how  to  proceed) 
Your  Grace  expressed  surprise  at  my  being  in  France.  May  I  ask 
what  brought  the  prime  minister  of  England  so  far  from  his  duties? 
An  errand  of  the  heart,  eh?  Not  of  politics  ! 

Buck.  At  all  events,  one  with  which  your  ladyship  can  have  no 
concern. 

Lady  AY.  Your  Grace  has  made  me  so  much  a  sharer  in  your 
fate,  that  I  know  not  what  affair  you  can  undertake,  in  which  I  do 
not  find  an  interest - 

Buck.  In  thwarting.  1  thank  you  ! 

Lady  AY.  Does  the  contemplation  of  the  ruin  you  have  caused, 
annoy  you?  ’Twas  your  pleasure,  under  a  feigned  name,  and 
humble  position  to  commence  our  acquaintanceship,  it  shall  be  my 
care  to  continue  it.  You  found  me  obscure  and  lowly  ’tis  true,  but 
in  the  enjoyment  of  virtue  and  innocence,  orphan  that  1  was.  You 
the  disguised  deceiver,  how  did  you  leave  me?  Degraded,  despised, 
and  homeless  ! 
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Buck.  ( rising  angrily)  I  leave  you  in  possession  of  this  cabin. 
The  deck  will - 

Lady  W.  ( intercepting  him)  Stay  !  You  shall  hear  me  ! 

Buck.  ( returns ,  annoyed)  I  know  what  you  would  speak  of — ’tis 
an  oft-repeated  tale. 

Lady  W.  An  oft-repeated  deed  of  men  like  you.  The  wretched 
victim  of  your  passions,  neglected  and  remorseful,  too  often  finds 
a  shelter  for  her  sufferings  in  an  early  grave.  But  there  are  those 
who  think  upon  their  wrongs,  as  well  as  on  their  guilt,  and  in  that 
heart  love  has  abandoned — remorse  being  scorned — revenge  supplies 
the  place; — for  that  alone  they  live,  for  that  they  die  !  Know  you 
not  one  such  ? 

Buck,  Woman,  what  would  you?  The  fault  of  one,  was  the 
fault  of  both. 

Lady  W.  And  the  punishment  of  one,  should  be  the  punishment 
of  both.  Your  purpose  accomplished,  you  fled,  and  left  the  village 
girl  to  struggle  alone  against  poverty  and  shame.  I  came  to  Paris 
barefooted  and  penniless,  for  weary  weeks  I  sought  you,  but  in  vain 
— I  became  a  mother — burthened  as  I  was,  what  could  1  do?  Upon 
the  steps  of  Notre  Dame  where  many  a  helpless  mother  had  exposed 
her  child  before,  did  I  leave  mine,  to  the  mercy  of  the  good  nuns, 
who  gave  it  that  care  I  could  not. 

Buck.  ’Twas  not  a  mother’s  act. 

Lady  W.  What!  do  you  moralize?  Around  the  infant’s  neck 
I  hung  the  only  relic  I  possessed — a  little  wooden  cross,  you  carved 
and  gave  me.  (You  remember  when  ? — I  see  you  do  !)  I  watched 
until  the  babe  was  borne  in  safety  to  the  convent  hard  by :  and 
as  its  gates  closed  for  ever  between  her  and  me,  so  closed  my  heart 
for  ever  against  the  world.  I  stood  alone,  friendless,  unpitied: 
what  I  endured,  I  will  not  tell.  Days  passed  on  :  at  length,  passing 
the  Grand  Entrance  to  the  Luxembourg,  an  English  noble  equipage 
drew  up:  I  heard  announced,  aloud,  “The  Duke  of  Buckingham.” 
I  looked,  and  in  amazement,  saw  ’twas  you.  Forgetting  for  a 
moment,  my  wrongs — your  rank — I  sprang  past  the  lacqueys  that 
surrounded  you,  and  threw  myself  at  your  feet.  ( with  tender  remorse) 
Ah  !  George,  one  kind  word  would  have  saved  me  then.  ( resuming 
her  narrative)  Love,  for  a  moment,  filled  my  heart ;  and  I  saw  only 
the  father  of  my  child.  You — how  did  you  receive  me?  You 
spurned  me  :  your  servants  tore  me  rudely  away,  and  you  uttered 
not  a  word  to  protect  me.  My  brain  was  maddened,  and  my  whole 
soul  condensed  itself  to  one  fell  passion  —  Hatred  !  You  have 
already  felt  its  power  : — its  bitterest  extreme,  you  have  yet  to  learn. 

Buck.  You  have  now  wealth — station; — cannot  these  obscure 
the  past  ? 

Lady  W.  No  !  How  did  I  obtain  them  ? — by  fraud.  When 
spurned  by  you  ;  I  vowed  to  get  by  some  means  within  the  circle 
you  made  more  brilliant.  I  leagued  with  those  who  preyed  upon 
the  world.  Shared  their  crimes— their  fate  ;  and  was  sentenced  to 
the  prison  of  La  Force.  What !  do  you  shudder? 

Buck.  At  your  sufferings  only. 

Lady  W.  By  means  of  a  countryman  of  yours,  I  contrived  to 
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learn  the  English  language.  Our  term  of  imprisonment  past,  we 
left  Paris  for  Montpellier ;  there,  under  an  assumed  name,  fortune 
kindly  smiling,  I  became  wealthy  ;  to  tell  you  how,  were  to  place 
myself  in  your  power,  which  pardon  me  1  will  not  do.  The  convict, 
my  companion,  died ; — poor  fellow  !  The  wealth  I  acquired  has 
enabled  me  to  cross  all  your  designs  hitherto,  and  so  one  great 
object  of  my  life  is  accomplished. 

Buck.  There  can  be  no  question  of  your  talent  for  intrigue. 
But  even  your  foresight  may  be  overreached. 

Lady  \V\  ’Tis  just  possible— but  hardly  by  your  lordship  ! 

Buck.  Woman,  be  warned !  This  confession  may  endanger 
your  liberty. 

Lady  W,  ITa,  ha !  I  fear  it  not.  My  liberty  was  endangered 
when  I  was  branded  as  a  felon,  yet  1  escaped.  My  life  was 
endangered  when  alone  at  midnight  the  hungry  forest  wolves  were 
growling  around  me.  Ila,  ha  !  The  fox  o’ermatched  the  wolves. 
1  escaped  again,  and  am  in  no  dread  of  you. 

Buck.  Your  journey  to  London,  is  to  partake  in  some  new  plot. 

Lady  W.  No  !  It  is  possible  my  object  may  be  secured  without 
going  so  far. 

Buck.  I  may  be  aiding  the  very  treason  I  should  frustrate.  It 
shall  not  be.  IIo,  Seadrift ! 

Lady  W  What  would  you  do? 

Buck.  My  duty  ! 

Enter  Seadrift,  r. 

Attend  this  lady  to  her  boat. 

Lady W.  Buckingham! 

Sea.  The  boat  left  the  ship  the  moment  her  ladyship  stepped  on 
board. 

Buck.  Man  one  of  your  own,  or  signal  one  from  shore. 

Sea.  Instantly,  sir.  Exit ,  r, 

Lady  W.  Buckingham,  you  will  not  send  me  ashore  without 
my  own  consent. 

Buck.  Knowing  my  danger,  I  can  guard  against  it. 

Lady  W.  But  I  intreat ! 

Enter  Seadrift,  r. 

Sea.  A  gentleman  lias  this  instant  come  alongside  and  desires  to 
see  you— the  lady  can  go  back  in  his  boat. 

Buck,  (to  her)  Some  confederate  of  yours. 

Lady  W.  Mine  ! 

Buck,  (to  Seadrift)  I  will  not  see  him.  Exit  Seadrift,  r, 

Now,  madam,  I  will  conduct  you  to  the  boat. 

Lady  W.  I  prefer  remaining. 

Buck.  Your  inclination  cannot  be  consulted. 

Lady  W.  Buckingham,  you  shall  repent  this. 

Enter  Seadrift,  r. 

Sea.  Sir,  the  gentleman  is  rather  mad  I  think;  he  insists  on 
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seeing  you,  and  desires  me  to  present  you  this  handkerchief,  when 
he  says  you  will  not  deny  him. 

Lady  W.  That  handkerchief.  Ha  !  some  messenger  to  warn 
Buckingham.  No  time  to  lose  !  The  studs  !  ( she  goes  to  table 

unseen  by  Duke  and  taJces  two  studs,  which  she  displays  in  triumph , 
and  then  conceals  them ) 

Buck,  {takes  handkerchief)  How  could  he  have  obtained  it?  I 
will  see  him.  What  danger  is  it  that  threatens  ?  I  mustbe  cautious. 

Exit  Seadriet,  r. 

Enter  D’Artagnan  rapidly ,  k. 

D’Art.  Have  I  the  honor  to  address  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  I  am  the  Duke  of  Buckingham — what  is  the  object  of 
your  visit  ? 

D’Art.  Your  Grace,  I  am  the  bearer  of  a  mission  that  should  not 
he  delivered  in  the  presence  of  a  third  party. 

Buck.  Indeed  !  Seadrift,  conduct  this  lady  to  the  boat  alongside. 
(Lady  de  Winter  advances  doivn ,  l.,  D’Artagnan  who  is  k.  sees 
her  face  and  starts  in  extacy ) 

D’Art.  Th — that  lady !  {she  acknowledges  him  in  the  kindest 
manner ,  D’Artagnan  gets  rather  confused) 

Buck.  You  appear  to  be  acquainted. 

D’Art.  I — I — your  Grace? 

Lady  W.  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  this  gentleman 
before,  but  under  different  circumstances. 

D’Art.  Yes,  that  was  when  I  was  in  my  other-^hem  ! 

Buck,  {aside)  Can  this  man  be  an  accomplice  ?  If  so,  what  caii 
be  their  motive  ?  Sir,  this  lady  is  about  to  return  to  Calais,  you 
will  accompany  her  ? 

D’Art.  Alone,  and  my  boat.  Oh,  lor — yes,  to  be  sure !  Your 
ladyship,  I  am  at  your  service  this  instant,  {about  to  lead  her  out) 

Buck.  I  thought,  sir,  you  had  urgent  business  with  me? 

D’Art.  Your  Grace,  I  had  forgotten,  ’twill  take  but  one  moment. 

Lady  W.  {aside)  Ha  !  That  youth  is  inexperienced,  his  secret 
shall  be  mine.  I  wait,  sir  !  {endeavouring  to  entice  D’Artagnan  to 
join  her) 

D’Art.  {to  Buckingham)  Your  Grace,  I  will  return  in  one 
moment ! 

Buck.  Remain,  sir!  Seadrift,  conduct  that  lady  to  the  boat  and 
let  her  be  set  on  shore — whatever  be  their  motives  they  shall  be 
separated  ! 

Lady  W<  I  shall  wait  the  happiness  of  your  rejoining  me  on 
deck,  sir. 

Buck.  That  happiness  must  be  denied  you  then,  madam. 

Lady  W.  {indignantly)  Indeed !  {to  Buckingham)  At  least,  I 
shall  experience  no  worse  fortune  than  my  rival. 

Buck.  Whom? 

Lady  W.  Anne  of  Austria  ! 

Exit,  r. 

Buck.  What  said  she?  Anne  of  Austria?  Mysterious  woman  ! 
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A  threat !  And  yonder  man,  he  looks  not  like  an  assassin.  However, 
on  board  this  ship  he  is  my  prisoner.  Seadrift ! 

Enter  Seadrift,  r. 

Buck.  ( aside  to  him )  Let  two  of  your  men  row  that  lady  ashore. 
Give  them  means  to  remain  in  France,  till  they  can  cross  in 
another  vessel.  Is  the  anchor  weighed  ? 

Sea.  It  is.,  sir. 

Buck.  Crowd  all  sail,  and  put  out  to  sea. 

Sea.  Aye,  aye,  sir.  But  that  gentleman - 

Buck.  Remains  my  prisoner. 

Sea.  Your  orders  shall  be  obeyed,  sir.  Exit ,  r. 

D’Art.  ( looking  through  port)  There,  the  beautiful  creature  is 
stepping  into  my  boat. 

Buck.  Now,  sir,  your  business  ?  quickly. 

D’Art.  ( advancing ,  r.)  Pardon  me,  your  Grace,  that  I  forgot  it 
for  a  moment.  This  paper  may  explain.  ( takes  small  slip  of  paper 
from  his  breast.  A  hole  is  through  it  as  it  has  been  folded ,  and  one 
side  is  stained  with  blood) 

Buck.  Why,  this  is  stained  with  blood. 

D’Art.  I  sincerely  beg  your  Grace’s  pardon,  but  I  could  not 
help  it. 

Buck.  A  hole  in  it.  Are  you  wounded  ? 

D’Art.  ( housing )  I  trust  your  Grace  will  pardon  that ,  as  well. 

Buck.  You  require  assistance. 

D’Art.  No,  your  Grace — a  bullet  merely.  It  entered  without  my 
wish,  and  went  out  without  my  consent.  I  paid  for  what  I  got 
with  interest. 

Buck,  {aside)  Brave,  at  all  events,  {reads)  F rom  the  Queen  ? 

D’Art.  No,  your  Grace  ;  from  Madame  Boniface.. 

Buck.  The  waiting  maid  of  the  Queen  ? 

D’Art.  The  same. 

The  boat  containing  Lady  de  Winter,  is  rowed  past  the  Port  by 
two  English  Sailors,  from  r.  to  l. 

Buck.  Sir,  the  message  you  are  the  bearer  of,  is  most  important. 
Your  recognition  of  the  lady  who  has  just  left  us,  and  whom  I 
know  to  be  not  an  enemy  of  my  own  merely,  but  of  every  person 
who  may  take  an  interest  in  me,  fills  me  with  suspicion.  Some 
danger  threatens  the  Queen,  as  this  leaves  no  doubt  of.  But  how 
you  should  be  entrusted  with  such  a  secret,  is  a  mystery. 

D’Art.  I  can  only  attribute  it  to  the  favor  of  Madame  Boniface, 
who’s  lodger  I  have  the  honor  to  be ;  and  who’s  husband  being  a 
spy  of  Richelieu’s,  she  dared  not  trust. 

Buck.  She  trusts  you,  then? 

D’Art.  Hem  !  until  fortune  mends,  she  must! 

Buck.  What  know  you  of  Lady  de  Winter  ? 

D’Art.  De  Winter!  Who  is  she? 

Buck.  The  lady  that  has  just  quitted  us. 

D’Art.  Oh,  oh  !  That  is  her  name,  is  it  ? 

Buck.  Did  you  not  know  it  ? 
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D’Art.  Neither  her  nor  it— saving  that  being  knocked  down  on 
one  occasion,  she  ordered  me  to  he  picked  up  and  I  felt  grateful. 

Buck.  She  is  the  Queen’s  deadliest  enemy. 

D’Akt.  Then  she  is  no  friend  of  mine. 

Buck.  You  love  her  Majesty  ? 

D’Akt.  I  love  her  waiting  woman  better — but  Queen  or  waiting 
woman,  I  would  betray  neither. 

Buck.  What  proof  have  I  of  your  faith  ? 

D’Art.  That  paper !  If  you  want  a  deeper  one  ’tis  here ! 
(, showing  his  bloodstained  shirt  bosom )  For  further  particulars,  enquire 
within — if  more  is  needed,  on  this  little  cross  I  swear.  ( raising  it 
Buckingham  checks  him,  putting  his  hand  on  the  cross) 

Buck.  I  doubt  no  more.  Ha,  let  me  look  at  that  cross.  ( looks  at 
it  intently)  By  heavens  it  is  the  same.  My  own  initials.  ( looks 
again)  Yes,  it  is,  it  is  !  From  whom  did  you  obtain  this  ? 

D’Art.  Your  Grace  must  pardon  me ! 

Buck.  Your  name  ? 

D’Art.  I  am  called  Phillipe  D’Artagnan. 

Buck.  He  cannot  be  the  son  of  Blanche?  No,  no!  Sir,  your 
possession  of  that  little  cross  proves  you  to  be  the  master  of  my 
greatest  secret.  Must  I  look  on  you  as  a  friend  or  an  assassin  ? 

D’Art.  Assassin  !  Bob  ! 

Buck.  Sir,  ’twas  I  who  carved  that  little  cross.  If  the  tale  that 
I  have  heard  within  this  hour  be  true,  (and  I  dare  not  doubt  it),  the 
owner  of  that  cross  should  be  my  child ! 

D’Art.  Yours  !  Your  child !  Oh,  Constance,  I  have  found 
your  father  ! 

Buck.  Constance? 

D’Art.  The  foundling — the  wife  of  Boniface.  The  cross  was 
found  around  her  neck,  when  abandoned  by  her  heartless  parents. 
Hem  !  Mother. 

Buck.  No,  no,  you  are  right — do  not  spare  me. 

D’Art.  Oh,  sir,  return  the  humble  service  I  have  done,  and 
name  her  Mother. 

Buck.  I  dare  not.  Hereafter  all  may  be  known,  but  not  now, 
not  now.  I  may  soon  return  to  claim  her. 

D’Art.  (aside)  What  a  pity  that  I  am  not  his  Grace’s  son- 
in-law. 

Buck.  All  my  doubts  of  your  integrity  have  vanished.  The 
Queen  requires  these  jewels  ? 

D’Art.  To  appear  in  at  the  State  Ball  suggested  by  Richelieu,  to 
entrap  her  majesty.  Trust  them  to  me  ;  and  as  there  is  faith  in  the 
soul  of  man,  and  strength  in  his  free  limbs,  she  shall  have  them  in 
time. 

Buck,  (taking  casket)  They  are  here. 

D’Art.  The  jewels  only.  Pardon  me,  your  Grace,  but  as  I 
shall  have  to  carry  then,  the  casket  may  be  an  encumbrance. 
Your  handkerchief  may  serve. 

Buck.  Wisely  said. 

D’Art.  (taking  them  out  and  counting  them  into  Buckingham’s 
handkerchief)  Two,  four,  six,  eight,  ten.  Were  there  not  twelve? 
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Buck.  Assuredly,  twelve  !  (Buckingham  and  D’Autagnan  both 
count  aloud  again)  Two  have  been  abstracted  ! 

D’Art.  Impossible ! 

Buck.  Ha,  the  thought !  That  woman;  (again  she  thwarts  me). 
Lady  de  Winter  is  an  agent  of  Richelieu’s,  she  has  taken  them  to 
outwit  me  and  destroy  the  Queen.  What  ho,  Seadrift!  She  must 
be  secured  at  any  hazard. 

Enter  Seadrift,  r. 

Detain  that  lady! 

Sea.  ’Tis  too  late,  sir,  following  your  instructions  she  is  by  this 
time  on  shore. 

D’Art.  She  has  the  start  any  how. 

Buck.  Man  a  boat,  pursue  instantly  ! 

Sea.  Sir,  there  is  a  strong  breeze  blowing  off  shore  and  we  are 
nearly  two  miles  from  land. 

Buck.  Oh  madness,  distraction ! 

D’Art.  Stay,  your  Grace,  there  is  yet  hope,  could  I  but  reach 
Paris  in  time,  I  might  get  two  others  made  so  exactly  like  these  as 
to  defeat  her  object. 

Buck.  An  admirable  thought. 

D’Art.  There  is  one  slight  obstacle. 

Buck.  And  that  is - 

D’Art.  The  means. 

Buck.  ( opens  de.de)  Here  are  five  thousand  crowns,  and  here  the 
ten  studs. 

D’Art.  ( having  folded  studs  in  handkerchief  ties  it  round,  his 
waist)  Rest  you  there.  ( and  putting  roleaux  in  the  pocket  of  his 
trunks)  You  there. 

Buck.  How  do  you  purpose  reaching  shore  ? 

D’Art.  ( throwing  off  doublet)  I’ll  show  your  Grace.  I  swim  like 
a  duck. 

Buck.  Should  you  be  lost  ? 

D’Art.  Nobody  cares.  Bob  !  {replacing  his  sword)  No,  Bob,  I’ll 
never  desert  you. 

Buck.  And  the  jewels? 

D’Art.  Let  the  Queen  say  I  stole  them. 

He  jumps  through  cabin  port.  From  the  time  Lady  de  Winter 
has  passed ,  the  water  should  have  been  working  quicker,  and 
distant  panoramic  view  of  Calais  move  slowly  by,  giving  the 
idea  of  the  vessel  proceeding. 


Scene  II. — A  room  in  the  “  Jolly  Miller  Tavern."  A  cupboard  in  flat. 

Enter  Pouchet  and  Jacques,  l.  1  e.,  who  bring  on  table  with  four 

chairs  and  candles. 

Pou.  Don’t  complain  to  me  of  being  worked  to  death.  Now  is 
the  time  for  our  harvest.  Make  hay  while  the  sun  shines* 
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Jacques.  Yes,  but  tbe  sun  don’t  shine  by  candle-light,  and  I 
want  to  goto  bed. 

Pou.  Bah  !  Rare  times  these  for  publicans.  _  I  tell  you  that  the 
port  is  ordered  to  be  closed  until  my  lord'  Cardinal  chooses  it  shall 
be  re-opened.  All  that  are  in  must  stop  in,  and  all  that  come  in 
will  be  detained:  Nobody  in  the  town  will  have  anything  to  do  but 
drink. 

Jacques.  And  no  money  earning  to  pay  for  it. 

Pou.  Then  we  must  be  careful  how  we  choose  our  customers. 
Let  no  one  enter  who  has  not  a  good  suit  on  his  back,  mind  you  that. 

Jacques.  Talking  of  suits— I  wonder  if  the  villain  who  so  dam¬ 
aged  Monsieur  le  Tour’s  good  doublet  is  caught  yet. 

Pou.  No  !  Monsieur  le  Tour,  ah,  a  good  young  man.  A  pity  he 
was  not  killed  outright. 

Jacques.  How  so? 

Pou.  Because  we  should  have  had  a  merry-making  at  the 
instalment  of  his  successor. 

Voices.  ( heard  outside ,  l.)  You  can’t  go  in  that  room  ! 

B’Artagnan.  ( outside ,  l.)  But  I  will !  I’ll  go  into  any  room  in 
the  bouse  !  ( more  noise) 

Pou.  What  means  this  ? 

D’Art.  What  rascals!  Take  that— and  that!  Any  more  of 
you  ? 

D’Artagnan  runs  in.  l.,  sword  in  hand — Pouchet  and  Jacques  run 

into  corner ,  r. 

Do  you  oppose  me  too  ? 

Pou.  We!  Heaven  bless  your  Worship,  no! 

D’Art.  Ha,  ha  !  What,  mine  Host  ?  You  remember  me  ?' 

Jacques.  ’Tis  the  madman  who-  broke  the  crockery  ! 

D’Art.  Bring  me  a  flask  of  wine — your  best — prepare  a  bed  for 
me,  your  best — and  get  supper  ready — your  very  best ! 

Pou.  Your  Excellency  forgets  that  you  are  somewhat  in  my 
debt  ? 

D’Art.  Your  debt? 

Pou.  For  breaking  sundry  crockery. 

Jacques.  And  my  head  ! 

Pou.  And  being  as  it  were  bat  a1  stranger,  andi - 

Jacques.  And  having  as  it  were  no  jacket. 

D’Art.  And  a  damp  shirt-  I  require  some  comfort  and  a  good 
fire  and  as  an  earnest  that  I  don’t  intend  to  remain  in  your  debt. 
[pulls  a  roleau  out  of  his  pocket,  chops  it  in  half  with  his  sword,  and 
gives  half  to  Pouchet)  Take  that,  and  pay  yourself. 

Pou.  ( astonished )  A  prince  disguised  ! 

Jacques.  A  mad  prince. 

Pou.  ( driving  him  off )  Begone,  knave,  nor  dare  to  jest  with  tli)'' 
betters. 

D’Art.  Host,  do  you  remember  a  lady  who  spoke  to  me  the  first 
morning  I  called  here? 

Pou.  An  English  woman  ? 

D’Art.  The  same  ! 
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Pou.  She  was  here  this  afternoon,  ancl  followed  an  English 
cavalier  to  a  small  English  ship  that  set  sail  immediately.  My 
nephew,  Jacques,  rowed  her  on  board  with  help,  and  came  back 
without  her. 

D’Art.  You  have  heard  nothing  of  her  since. 

Pou.  We  could  not  well,  considering  she  is  by  this  time  half 
way  to  England. 

D’Art.  Enough ! 

Pou.  Quite  enough'? 

D’Art.  Eh  !  Let  me  know  when  supper  is  ready  and  send  in 
some  wine  at  once. 

Pouchet  h oil's  and  exit ,  l. 
So  Lady  de  Winter  has  proceeded  straight  to  Paris,  well,  I  must 
endeavour  to  outwit  her,  and’  journey  to-  Paris  as  fast  as  horse  can 
carry  me,  to-morrow;  and  having  two  other  studs  made  to  corres¬ 
pond  with  these,  my  lord  Cardinal,  with  all  his  cunning,  may  be 
foiled.  That  pretty  woman  to  be  such — hem !  I  find  I  have  much 
to  learn  yet !  Madame  Boniface ;  she’s  pretty  too,  surely  she  can’t 
be  another  of  the  same  kind?  I’ll  swear  she’s  not. 

Enter  Pouchet,  l.  ,  with  flagon  and  glasses ,  which  he  puts  on  table,,  c. 

D’Art.  This  is  vour  best  ? 

Pou.  As  I  hope  for  your  Honour’s  countenance. 

D’Art.  Come,  drink — and  prove  it !  (they  both  pour  out  and  drink) 
Well  swallowed — another !  (they-  sit  and  drink)  Another  yet !. 

Pou.  (aside)  He’s  a  prince — I’ll  swear  it.  May  I,  your  Reverence 
— Highness,  1  should  say,  ask  why  you  trawei  without  a  doublet  ? 

D’Art.  I — I  set  the  fashions  in  Paris,  and  people  have  worn 
doublets  so  long  that  they  are  getting  old.  This  is  the  new  style~ 

Pou.  Pleasant  and  cheap  ! 

Jacques  running  in,  l. 

Jacques.  Two  more  travellers,  great  men,  be  assured. 

Pou.  Lmfortunate,  and  my  best  room  occupied. 

D’Art.  Nay,  conduct  them  hither,  they  are  welcome  ! 

Pou.  I  humbly  thank  your  Excellency.  He’s  a  baron. 

Exeunt  with  Jacques,  l. 

D’Art.  ( looking ,  l.)  It’s  possible — but  that  the  dress  is  changed.. 
I’d  swear  ’twas  the  very  man  that  laughed  at  me — but  no — this- 
man,  a  priest,  impossible  ! 

Enter  Richelieu,  l.  1  e.,  dressed  as  a  cavalier,  wearing  over  his 

doublet  the  blue  velvet  sureoat  of  Bochefort — Rochefort  follows 

dressed  as  a  priest ,  bowed  in  by  Pouchet. 

Rich.  To  whom  are  we  indebted  for  this  hospitality  ? 

Pou.  To  that  gentleman,  sir. 

Rociie.  Yon  gentleman  without  a  doublet !  Rather  a  whimsical 
costume  that,  to  receive  company  in,  ha,  ha  ! 

D’Art.  (aside)  The  same  voice — the  same  laugh  !  Bob,  I  think 
you’ll  be  wanted.  Yet,  let  me  be  wary  for  once.  Gentlemen,, 
welcome ! 
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Rich.  Sir,  we  thank  you.  (Rochefort  whispers  to  him)  Indeed  ! 
(, looking  at  D’Artagnan)  So,  so,  we  must  sound  him.  Host,  has  an 
English  lady  arrived  here  to-day  ? 

D’  Art.  {aside)  Birds  of  a  feather !  Friends  of  Richelieu.  Caution, 
D’Artagnan,  caution. 

Pou.  Your  honor,  such  a  lady  has  been  here  to-day,  but  she  has 
just  stepped  over  to  England. 

Rich.  ( laughing )  Stepped  ! 

Pou.  At  ail  events,  she  has  gone  on  board  an  English  vessel. 

Rich.  Enough.  So  all  goes  well. 

IT  Art.  Gentlemen,  will  you  join  me? 

Rich.  With  pleasure,  liost,  we  stay  here  to-night.  Let  rooms 
be  prepared. 

Pou.  Your  Immensity  shall  be  obeyed. 

D’Art.  And  bring  another  flagon  of  your  best,  good  company 
cannot  be  too  well  .entertained. 

Pou.  Your  Majesty  shall  be  obeyed.  Pie’s  a  king. 

Exit,  r. — all  sit  at  table. 

D’Art.  Gentlemen,  I  think  we  may  pass  a  pleasant  evening. 

Rich,  (r.)  I  trust  so. 

D’Art.  (c.)  What  say  you  to  a  song  ?  (Richeuieu  and  Roche¬ 
fort  laugh ,  D’Artagnan  recognizes  the  laugh  but  checks  himself) 

Rich.  I  never  sing — my  friend  perhaps. 

D’Art.  I’ll  answer  for  it  he  can.  ’Tis  a  saintly  occupation. 

Roche,  (l.)  I  must  be  excused. 

D’Art.  Well,  then  you  play  !  {to  Richelieu)  And  you  too ! 

Roche.  PTie  most  I  can  do  is  to  look  on. 

D’Art.  Your  friend  plays  ? 

Rich.  I  must  decline. 

D’Art.  Nay,  nay,  I  see  you  are  kept  in  check  by  j^our  monastic 
friend. 

Rich.  Why - 

D’Art.  He  will  pardon  you.  The  great  churchman,  Richelieu, 
himself  plays — so  they  say. 

Rich.  Indeed  ! 

Roche.  That  being  the  case  we  can  no  longer  refuse. 

D’Art.  Host,  the  wine,  there  ! 

Enter  Pouciiet,  with  bottles  and  glasses. 

Have  you  cards  and  dice  in  the  house  ? 

Pou.  Both,  your  Majesty. 

D’Art.  Bring  them  instantly. 

Pou.  Yes,  your  Majesty  !  He’s  an  emperor. 

Exit,  r. 

D’Art.  Fill,  gentlemen,  {they  fill)  I  pledge  you  !  {he  empties  his 
glass  they  drink  bid  little  of  theirs)  You  fear  the  wine.  Pshaw  !  ’twill 
never  harm  you.  Why,  even  the  Cardinal  drinks  his  share. 
(Pouciiet  places  cards  and  dice  on  table)  Host,  let  that  supper  be 
for  three. 

Pou.  Three?  Yes,  your  Reverence!  He’s  a  bishop,  I’ll  swear. 

Exit,  r. 
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D’Art.  {fills  again)  Here’s,  the  King  !  Come,  gentlemen,  you 
must  drink  that  ? 

Rich.  ( filling )  No  question,  we’ll  drink  that — the  King!  ( drinlcs ) 

I) ’Art.  (shuffling  cards)  Ah,  he’s  a  great  card. 

Roche.  What  think  you  of  the  Queen  ? 

D’Art.  The  Queen  ?  Bless  her  Majesty.  The  Queen  ?  She’s 
Queen  of  hearts  indeed.  Here’s  “  The  Queen.”  And  may  the 
hand  that’s  raised  to  injure  her  be  paralysed  ’ere  it  has  the  power  to 
strike. 

Rich.  Hem 

Roche.  I  drink  “  The  Queen.” 

D’Art.  Ha,  ha !  there’s  one  other  great  personage  we  ought  to 
toast. 

Roche.  Whom? 

D’Art.  The  Cardinal. 

Both.  The  Cardinal — ha,  ha,  ha!  The  Cardinal,  eh ? 

Roche.  How  must  we  call  him  ? 

D’Art.  No,  no,  I’ll  name  him.  ( draws  card)  Here’s  the  Cardinal 
Richelieu,  “  The  Knave.”  ( drinks ,  Richelieu  and  Rochefort  looh 
at  each  other)  We  waste  time,  what  do  we  play  for  ? 

Rich.  A  hundred  crowns  a  game. 

D’Art.  Zounds,  that’s  high  ..play. 

Rich.  The  Cardinal  always  plays  as  high  as  that. 

D’Art.  With  all  my  heart.  The  game  ? 

Rich.  Coupe. 

D’Art.  And  such  a  stake.  A  man  may  lose  a  million  in  an  hour. 
There’s  the  sum.  {each  puts  roleaux  on  table) 

Rich.  Cut. 

D’Art.  {cutting)  Six ! 

Rich,  {cutting)  The  Queen ! 

D’Art.  {passing  money  to  Richelieu)  The  Queen  wins — may  she 
always,  {to  Rochefort)  Come,  sir,  join  us. 

Rociie.  ’Tis  against  my  order. 

Rich.  The  Cardinal  will  pardon  that ;  you  know  he  plays. 

D’Art.  Aye,  and  he’s  your  master.  Come,  shuffle.  (Rochefort 
and,  Richelieu  exchange  glances ,  all  three  place  money  on  table) 

Rociie.  Cut. 

Rich.  Knave ! 

D’Art.  Deuce ! 

Roche.  Eight!  The  Knave  wins.  (Richelieu  gathers  money) 

D’Art.  Knave !  you  mean  the  Cardinal. 

Rociie.  I  had  forgotten. 

D’Art.  You  don’t  drink.  Is  there  no  other  great  personage  we 
can  toast?  Ha,  ha,  I  have  it — the  great  Duke — the  Duke  of 
Buckingham. 

Rociie.  A  foreigner ! 

D’Art.  No  matter — he’s  a  great  man. 

Rich.  What  shall  we  call  him  ? 

Roche.  The  Ace,  I  suppose. 

D’Art.  No,  no,  we’ll  not  put  him  before  the  King.  Let  us  call 
him  the  ten. 
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Rich.  Ten  of  what  ? 

D’Art.  Ten  of  Diamonds.  (Richelieu  and  Rochefort  exchange 
glances )  Drink  to  the  Duke.  ( drains  a  glass ,  they  sip  theirs ) 

Roche,  {shuffles  cards)  Double  the  stakes,  {they  place  money ) 

D’Art.  {cuts)  The  very  card!  The  ten  of  Diamonds  ! 

Rich.  Two  ! 

Rociie.  The  King ! 

D’Art.  Lost  again. 

Rich.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Your  ten  was  a  failure. 

D’Art.  ( shuffling )  Double  again? 

Rich.  With  all  my  heart.  This  is  a  pleasant  game. 

Roche.  Three ! 

D’Art.  The  Queen  1  Fortune  smiles. 

Rich.  The  King  !  The  Queen’s  lost  this  time. 

Roche.  Double  again  ? 

D’Art.  No,  I  can  go  no  higher  than  three  thousand  that  breaks 
me.  {shuffles) 

Roche.  Nine ! 

Rich.  Ten ! 

D’Art.  Two!  Damnation. 

Rich.  Ha,  ha  !  Be  cool,  be  cool ;  you  should  take  these  matters 
coolly.  You  see  the  ten’s  a  safer  card  in  some  hands  than  in  others. 

D’Art.  All  lost  1  I  am  ruined. 

Roche.  Don’t  be  angry— you  should  take  these  matters  coolly. 

Rich.  I  think  he  may,  as  he  has  no  coat  on  his  back.  A  great 
gamester,  but  you  have  lost  this  time. 

D’Art.  {aside)  By  St.  Denis  I  must  have  a  coat.  Stay,  sir, 
you  have  two.  I’ll  play  my  sword — Bob,  I  know  you  won’t  leave 
me — against  your  surcoat;  for  in  a  moment  of  folly  I  lost  iny  own. 

Rich.  As  you  please — cut. 

D’Art.  (cuts)  Seven  ! 

Rich,  (cuts)  Five !  ’Tis  yours — take  it. 

Enter  Pouchet,  r, 

Pou.  Your  honors,  supper  is  ready. 

Rich.  Sir— — 

D’Art.  I  will  join  you. 

Rich.  Ha,  ha,  which  do  you  prefer,  the  King,  the  Queen,  or  the 
Cardinal,  by  this  time?  Exit,  l.  1  e. 

Roche.  Come,  sir,  we  shall  have  a  merry  night  of  it — ha,  ha, 
ha  !  King,  Queen,  or  Knave  ?  Exit,  r, 

D’Art.  (aside,  putting  hand  to  handkerchief)  To  hold  the  ten 
safely  is  something. 

Pou.  ( bowing )  Sir !  they  are  gone  to  supper.  Do  you  not  join 
them  ? 

D’Art.  ( sharply )  No. 

Pou.  Poor  fellow.  He’s  certainly  a  maniac. 

Exit,  r. 

D’Art.  Well  I  have  made  a  good  night’s  work  of  this.  Ruined 
myself — disgraced  my  honor — and  destroyed  the  Queen.  Oh  !  mad 
infatuation.  IIow  can  I  repair  the  mischief  I  have  committed  ? 
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Shame,  disgrace,  dishonor !  ( paces  about)  The  ten  are  safe ;  but 
what  are  they  without  the  others. 

Jacques  runs  in,  l.  1  e. 

H’ Art.  What  now  ? 

Jacques.  A  messenger,  splashed  to  the  eyes,  must  instantly  see 
the  gentleman  in  the  blue  surcoat. 

D’Akt.  Ah!  admit  him. 

Jacques.  But  you  are  not  the - 

D’Akt.  A  word  and  you  die.  Stay,  I’ll  not  trust  you.  Into  that 
cupboard — quick!  ( seizes  Jacques  and  forces  him  into  cupboard , 
drawing  sword  at  same  time) 

Jacques.  Why,  you  wouldn’t  mur — oh  !  (D’Artagnan  slmts  him 
him — he  kichs — £)’  Aktagnan  re-opens  cupboard) 

D’Akt.  Another  kick,  another  word,  and  you  are  a  dead  man. 
( fastens  him  in;  D’ Aktagnan  puts  on  the  blue  surcoat  and  feeling  in 
the  pocket  takes  from  it  a  slip  of  paper)  What  is  this?  A  single 
word — “Orleans” — some  password,  doubtless,  that  my  friend  was 
afraid  of  forgetting.  Ho,  there  !  admit  that  stranger. 

Enter  Courier,  l.  1  e. 

D’Art.  You  wished  to  speak  with  me? 

Courier.  I  must  first  know  to  whom  I  deliver  my  message. 

D’Art.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  my  name? 

Courier.  I  was  intrusted  with  no  name. 

D’Art.  {aside)  That’s  lucky.  You  know  this  dress  ? 

Courier.  By  description. 

D’Art.  Have  you  ever  seen  me  at  “  Orleans  ?” 

Courier,  {recognizing  the  word)  It  is  sufficient,  sir ;  I  am  correct. 
{giving  letter) 

D’Art.  {reads)  “  I  have  socurcd  the  diamond  studs  and  am  now 
posting  to  Paris.  Hasten  there,  and  receive  them. — De  Winter.” 
You  received  this  from  an  English  lady? 

Courier.  My  mistress. 

D’Art.  Ha !  Then  you  may  be  trusted.  Go  to  the  tavern  by 
the  side  of  the  landing  place  at  the  Fort.  Ask  for  a  private  room, 
be  seen  by  no  one  until  I  call  on  you.  This  may  be  a  thousand 
louis  in  your  way. 

Courier,  {gratefully)  Oh,  sir! 

D’Art.  No  thanks,  until  you  are  paid.  Hem  !  your  horse  is 
without — no  matter,  I  will  have  it  cared  for.  Above  all,  keep  your¬ 
self  concealed,  speak  to  no  one,  answer  no  questions,  till  you  see 
me  again.  It  may  be  two  days,  or - 

Courier.  Fear  not,  sir.  Be  it  what  time  it  may,  not  a  soul  shall 
hear  a  word  from  me,  till  I  see  you  again. 

Exit,  l.  1  E. 

D’Art.  Then,  you’ll  remain  dumb  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  So, 
his  secret  is  mine,  his  horse  is  mine,  and  if  the  two  studs  be  not 
mine,  may  D’Artagnan  sleep  to-morrow  without  his  head. 

Exit ,  l.  1  e. 
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Scene  III. — Practical  House  in  Flat. — A  portion  of  Street. 

Enter  Porthos  and  Aramis,  r.  1  e.,  dressed  alike ,  in  the  magnificent 
State  Uniform  of  the  Musketeer  Guard. 

Port.  Powers  of  all  potent  wine !  but  this  will  be  a  glorious 
night ! 

Aramis.  Aye,  for  those  who  can  mingle  in  the  sports ;  but  to  us, 
who  are  unfortunately  called  to  duty,  ’tis  very  irksome. 

Port.  Speed  of  Mercury  !  what  can  be  the  reason  that  the  State 
Hall  is  to  take  place  so  much  earlier  than  was  originally  announced  ? 

Aramis.  To  serve  some  purpose  of  that  arch  fox,  Richelieu, 
doubtless :  but  so  much  sooner  than  was  anticipated,  having  taken 
so  many  unprepared,  must  of  necessity  diminish  its  lustre. 

Port.  Ha,  ha !  Cream  of  all  Cunning !  but  I  do  divine  a  cause. 

Aramis.  Indeed  ! 

Port.  Yes  ;  ’tis  to  cross  me.  Knowing  ’twas  my  turn  for  guard 
to-night,  he  has  contrived  to  thwart  my  meeting  with  my  little 
Duchess,  who  must  needs  attend. 

Aramis.  Porthos,  Porthos  !  lias  thy  vanity  no  bounds  ?  Your 
Duchess  !  bah  !  Had  he  known  how  he  was  disappointing  my  little 
Countess,  he  might  have  postponed  it. 

Port.  She’ll  be  at  the  ball  ? 

Aramis.  Doubtless  ! 

Port.  Point  her  out  to  me. 

Aramis.  After  having  seen  your  Duchess — I  agree. 

Port,  (aside)  A  shrewd  dog.  But,  Clues  of  Ariadne  !  where 
shall  we  find  our  new  friend,  D’Artagnan  ?  What  would  De  Tre- 
ville  say,  were  he  to  be  absent  from  his  first  State  duty  ? 

Aramis.  Athos  is  seeking  him,  and  will,  doubtless,  inform  him 
should  he  return  to  Paris  in  time. 

Port.  Soft!  Who  comes  here? — Officers  of  justice!  What 
rascally  work’s  afoot  now  ? 

Aramis.  I  pine  for  amusement.  We’ll  watch  and  see.  (they  hide ,  l.) 

Enter  Boniface,  r  followed  by  four  Officers. 

Bone  Hush  !  this  is  the  house  in  which  I  was  told  I  should  find 
my  wife  awaiting  for  D’Artagnan.  It’s  not  for  me  to  say  for  what 
purpose ;  but  she’s  a  practiser  of  treason,  so  it’s  for  no  good,  be 
assured.  I  have  a  key.  There’s  only  one  man  and  my  wife,  so 
don't  be  alarmed;  though  lie’s  a  very  devil  is  this  D’Artagnan. 

All  go  into  house  cautiously . 

Aramis.  (to  Porthos,  ivho  also  advances)  Is  it  possible  !  Can 
D’Artagnan  be  here?  (as  they  are  about  to  follow  cautiously,  a  shriek 
is  heard  within. 

Constance  is  dragged  out  by  Officers. 

Aramis.  A  woman  !  Forbear! 

He  rescues  Constance,  and  attacks  two  of  the  Officers — 
Constance  runs  off, \  r.  1  e.,  Aramis  beats  two  Officers  off  l. 

1  e.,  Porthos  fights  the  other  two,  one  of  whom  knocks  him  an 
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the  head ,  he  reels  stunned  towards  door ,  his  sword  extended  and 
2>ins  Boniface  to  the  wall  as  he  is  about  to  come  from  the  house. 

Officer.  Ila !  she  is  there,  follow  and  we  have  her. 

The  two  Officers  run  off  in  pursuit  of  Constance,  r.  1  e., 
A ramis  returns ,  sees  Boniface  writhing  against  door  post , 
Aramis  pulls  Porthos  away  from  Boniface,  ivho  falls  inside 
the  house — Porthos  cautiously  closes  the  door. 

Port.  Body  of  Bacchus ;  hut  I  have  slain  a  fatted  calf  ! 

Aramis.  Porthos,  you  have  made  Madame  Boniface  a  widow. 

Port.  Tears  of  ail  the  crocodiles!  Then  D’Artagnan,  must 
console  her — hut  is  she  safe? 

Aramis.  Let  us  haste  to  find  him.  I  hate  these  broils,  there  is 
no  glory  in  them. 

Port.  And  eyes  of  Venus,  what  will  my  duchess  say? 

They  exeunt ,  r.  1  e. 

Scene  TV. — Doric  Chamber ,  with  large  folding  doors ,  c.,  supposed  to 

be  some  height  from  the  ground.  Balcony  beyond  ivindow ,  bached 

by  moonlight ,  shy,  or  garden ,  a  lamp  hangs ,  c. 

Athos  follows  D’Artagnan  ivho  enters  cautiously  by  the  balcony. 

Athos.  You  see  there  is  no  one  here.  Madman,  you  must  return 
with  me,  the  guard  is  already  mustered,  and  for  you  to  be  absent 
were  an  eternal  disgrace. 

D’Art.  Happen  what  may,  my  present  venture  must  be  accom¬ 
plished. 

Athos.  I  am  answerable  for  you.  You  would  not  shame  your 
friend,  yourself? 

D’Art.  Athos,  I  can  suffer  no  shame,  no  disgrace  equal  to  a 
defeat  of  my  present  scheme. 

Athos.  Bah :  ’Tis  to  meet  a  woman. 

D’Art.  Granted ! 

Athos.  And  you  neglect  the  call  of  honor. 

D’Art.  You  will  know  me  better.  ’Tis  now  nine,  give  me  till  a 
quarter  past — if  1  rejoin  you  not,  ’tis  death  alone  that  stays  me. 

Athos.  Well,  well,  I  shall  watch  the  portal  till  you  leave,  and 
there  rejoin  you.  A  woman  !  Madman  !  Exit  at  balcony  off \  l. 

D’Art.-  Now,  Lady  de  Winter,  if  you  are  punctual  and  have 
still  the  diamonds  in  your  possession,  they  must  be  mine.  I  would 
it  were  a  man  I  had  to  deal  with,  instead  of  a  woman  ;  but,  Bob, 
you  are  of  no  use  here.  ( listens )  I  hear  nothing  but  the  guard  of 
Richelieu’s  men  pacing  below.  I’m  in  the  lion’s  mouth  indeed ! 
Oh,  if  my  poor  old  father  and  mother  only  knew  of  the  scrapes  I 
get  in,  and  the  way  I  get  out,  how  proud  they  would  be;  hark !  (l.c.) 

Enter  Lady  de  Winter,  dressed  for  the  state  ball,  with  the  addition 

of  a  mantle ,  n.  1  e. 

Lady  W.  My  dear  Rochefort,  you  here  !  they  never  told  me  of 
your  arrival,  in  the  hall.  I  received  your  note  and  hastened  to 
meet  you.  Here  are  the  trinkets  that  have  given  me  this  world  of 
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trouble.  ( with  his  hack  to  her ,  he  impatiently  stretches  forth  his  hand) 
Stay,  stay,  ray  dear  friend;  where  is  the  sum  his  Eminence 
promised? 

D’Art.  (aside)  What  an  unlucky  devil  I  am.  Had  I  never  seen 
those  cards  now. 

Lady  W.  You  are  silent— you  have  not  the  gold — then  I  retain 
the  jewels. 

D’Art.  ( forgetting  his  assumed  character)  You  shall  be  paid  any 
sum. 

Lady.  W.  ( surprised )  A  stranger  ? 

D’Art.  No— not — 1  mean  I’m  not  the  gentleman  you  named. 

Lady.  W.  I  am  aware  of  it,  fortunately,  in  time. 

D’Art.  But  I  shall  do  just  as  well. 

Lady  W.  Sir  ! 

D’Art.  I  mean — you  remember  me  you  know — on  board  the  ship 
— on  the  ground. 

Lady  W.  Ha,  ha,  perfectly  !  {aside)  A  fortunate  escape  !  Had 
1  entrusted  the  studs  to  him,  I  had  been  fairly  duped. 

D’Art.  Well,  then,  shan’t  I  do  as  well  as  this  gentleman? 

Lady  W.  For  what  purpose  ? 

D’Art.  To  take  the  two  studs  to  Richelieu. 

Lady.  W.  You  know  of  the  affair  then  ? 

D’Art.  Of  course  ! 

Lady  W.  And  would  deliver  them  safely  ? 

D’Art.  Upon  my  word  I  would. 

Lady  W.  And  what  security  have  I,  that  I  shall  receive  the  sum 
promised? 

D’Art.  I  would  not  give  them  up  till  I  obtained  it. 

Lady.  W.  I  act  upon  the  same  maxim. 

D’Art.  But  this  is  the  very  time  !  the  hour  the  gems  are  wanted. 

Lady  W.  By  two  parties.  You  see  I  know  all, 

D’Art.  {affecting  sentiment )  Lady  !  have  you  no  compassion? 

Lady  W.  Compassion  ! 

D’Art.  {kneeling  at  her  feet)  Have  you  no  love  ? 

Lady  W.  {pretending  to  yield)  Love  !  Should  I  confess  ? 

D’Art.  {aside)  She’s  going  to  confess  she  loves  me. 

Lady  W.  But  men  are  so  heartless  :  and  you  care  not  for  me. 

D’Art.  No  !  who  could  help  it?  I  adore  you! 

Lady  W.  And  none  other? 

D’Art.  None,  but  you.  {aside)  I  wonder  if  she’ll  give  them  up. 

Lady  W.  {catching  sight  of  the  riband  round  his  neck ,  and  pre¬ 
tending  jealousy)  Ha,  deceiver !  you  would  betray  my  poor  woman’s 
heart,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 

D’Art.  {tenderly)  Nay,  I  swear. 

Lady  W.  Fie  I  cruel  man;  and  a  love  pledge  from  another  round 
your  neck. 

D’Art.  This  :  ’tis  but  the  loan  of  a  poor  orphan  girl. 

Lady  W.  Some  Court  dame. 

D’Art.  (aside)  I  don’t  think  I  ought  to  tell,  but  I  must  have  the 
jewels,  (to  her)  From  a  poor  foundling,  who  was  abandoned  on  the 
steps  of  Notre  Dame,  in  infancy ;  and  1  being  the  first  man,  I 
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mean,  the  first  gentleman  she  ever  was  acquainted  with,  lent  it  to 
me  as  a  charm  merely. 

Lady  W.  How  strange  the  coincidence.  I  would  see  it,  and  yet 
I  fear  to  ask. 

D’Art.  A  little  wooden  cross  merely. 

Lady  W.  Let  me  examine  it. 

D’Art.  {aside)  She’s  jealous.  ’Tis  of  no  value. 

Lady  W.  I  must  see  it. 

D’Art.  There  !  {as  she  examines  it,  he  says  “  G.  V.”) 

Lady  W.  {appears  overcome  with  emotion  for  a  moment ,  then  re¬ 
covering, ,  with  earnest  feeling  enquires)  Where  obtained  you  that 
amulet  ?  Say,  does  she  live  that  gave  it  you  ? 

D’Art.  She  does. 

Lady  AV.  Oh,  where  shall  I  behold  her?  tell  me,  I  entreat. 

D’Art.  Your  motive  for  asking? 

Lady.  AV.  Seek  not  to  know.  AVliere  is  she  ? 

D’Art.  I  might,  by  revealing,  place  her  in  the  power  of  an 
enemy. 

Lady  AV.  {with  feeling)  An  enemy  ?  no,  no  !  Oh,  sir,  she  is  my 
child. 

D’Art.  Your  child !  {aside)  Constance,  I  have  found  your  mother. 
{to  her)  You  then,  are  the  Duchess  of - 

Lady  W.  Silence  !  you  know  too  much  already.  Let  me  see  her. 

D’Art.  {with  sudden  thought)  On  one  condition.  Those  studs. 

Lady  AV.  Name  some  other  terms. 

D’Art.  You  know  the  Queen’s  danger.  Save  her,  and  I  will 
restore  to  you  your  daughter. 

Lady  AV.  My  promise.  Richelieu ! 

D’Art.  Do  you  love  Richelieu  better  than  your  child? 

Lady  W.  I  love  revenge,  better  than  both.  In  the  love  of  Buck¬ 
ingham,  the  Queen  has  outrivalled  me.  In  all  the  darkness  of 
my  gloomy  life,  but  one  ray  of  light  has  illuminated  my  path. 
Revenge  !  And  now  that  it  shines  bright  before  me,  shall  I  obscure 
the  precious  beam  ?  No  !  Death,  destruction,  may  overwhelm  me, 
but  let  me  enjoy  this  one  triumph,  and  I  die  the  conquerer. 

D’Art.  Shall  T  let  the  prize  escape  me,  when  so  near  attained? 
AVoman,  forego  your  purpose  ;  let  mercy  supply  the  place  of  malice, 
save  the  Queen,  restore  the  jewels. 

Lady  AV.  {shewing  them)  Bart  with  these — and  to  you?  Sooner 
would  I  part  with  life. 

D’Art.  ('.suddenly  snatches  them)  They  are  mine. 

Lady  AAr.  Help,  Help,  help! 

D’Artagnan  is  rushing  out ,  l.  1  e,,  when  Rochefort  and  two 
Soldiers  enter;  lie  dashes  between  and  past  them  out ,  l.  1  e. 

Lady  W.  He  has  the  studs. 

Roche.  Fire  upon  him.  {the  Soldiers  fire)  He  staggers  towards 
the  door  ;  he  is  struck  ;  he  falls.  Exit  after  him. 

Lady  AV.  From  this  window  I  can  see  if  he  escapes. 

Advances  quickly  to  the  window ,  as  Atiios  having  heard  the  firing 
is  about  to  enter  by  it;  they  meet  face  to  face  she  shrieks  and 
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recoils.  Athos  stands  bewildered  for  a  moment ,  then  recog¬ 
nizes  her. 

Athos.  Blanche  !  alive  ! 

Lady  VV.  Count  d’Arderre  ? 

Athos.  Murderess  !  ( seizes  her  wrist) 

Lady  W.  Oh,  spare  me,  spare  me  !  . 

Athos.  Spare  !  spare  !  To  curse  the  rest  of  human  kind  ?  To 
crush  more  hearts?  To  blight  more  lives?  No,  I  spare  no  mois! 

Lady  W  And  must  I  die  ?  ( assuming  affection)  By  your  hand, 
yours  ?  [lie  averts  his  head)  Ah,  d’Arderre,  you  have  not  the  heait 
to  slay  me. 

Athos.  True  !  The  public  headsman  is  the  more  fitting  execu¬ 
tioner. 

Lady  W.  You  would  not  have  the  world  know  my  confession  ? 

Athos.  You  can  disgrace  me  no  further — justice  claims  you. 

Lady  W.  In  my  own  hands  then  I  have  the  power  to  escape 
the  executioner,  {shews  phial)  Behold  !  ( he  turns  to  looh)  You  yet 
will  spare  me  ? 

Athos.  Never  !  Come - 

Lady  W.  Have  you  no  pit}^  ? 

Athos.  None ! 

Lady  W.  ( throwing  the  contents  of  the  phial  in  his  face)  Nor  I ! 

Huns  of,  l.  1  e.,  Athos  blinded ,  reels  and  staggers  with  pain. 

Athos.  Wretch,  monster,  ho,  there  !  Oh,  agony  !  (, gropes  his 
wag  to  window  and  reels  out  by  balcony) 

Sc  eye  Y. — Anti-chamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Queen  in  great  agitation ,  n..,  attired  for  the  ball. 

Queen.  Oh,  for  the  power  that  Joshua  had  of  old,  to  stay  these 
fleeting  hours.  The  time  of  trial  lias  come,  but  not  the  means  to 
save  me.  Oh,  weakness  !  why  in  a  moment  of  infatuation  have  I 
endangered  the  fame  of  a  faultless  life — and  placed  a  weapon  in 
Richelieu’s  hand  wherewith  to  slay  me. 

Enter  Page,  l.  1  e. 

Page.  May  itpleaseyour  Majesty,  the  King,  desires  your  presence. 

Queen.  I  attend. 

Exit  Page,  l. 

Why  does  not  Constance  return?  She  has  failed  to  recover  the 
jewels,  and  fears  to  tell  me  so,  or  the  Cardinal’s  spies  have  watched, 
and  perhaps  detained  her.  ( listens )  I  hear — yes, ’tis  her  footsteps. 

Constance  hurries  in,  n.  1  e. 

Well,  well,  girl,  you  have  them  ?  Your  pallid  cheek — your  looks 
averted — tell  me  that  the  faint  straw  1  grasped  at  has  sunk,  and 
left  me  hopeless. 

Cons.  How  can  I  answer  ?  I  waited  till  the  latest  moment, 
and - 
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Queen.  The  messenger  you  trusted  came  not.  Traitor  ! 

Cons.  Madam,  I  doubt  bis  good  fortune,  more  than  his  honor. 
As  the  clock  struck,  1  heard  a  footstep  ;  the  door  opened.  1  flew 
to  meet  him,  when  instead  of  him,  I  encountered  my  husband,  and 
a  band  of  armed  men.  Alarmed,  I  tried  to  evade  them,  and  fled. 
Some  unknown  hand  stayed  my  pursuers.  I  dare  not  stay  to  look 
behind  me,  but  hither  flew,  to  bring  this  most  unwelcome  truth. 
We  have  failed. 

Queen.  Failed !  I  dare  not  bear  the  word.  Every  moment  is  an 
age  of  dear-bought  existence.  Speed  you  back,  he  may  yet  come. 

Cons.  The  meeting  place  suspected,  it  is  no  doubt  surrounded  by 
Richelieu’s  men. 

Queen.  True,  and  to  be  seen  there  were  to  be  captured.  Know 
you  his  friends — his  home  ?  Once  more,  dear  Constance,  strive  to 
aid  me  :  success  may  yet  reward  you.  I  will  delay  till  you  return. 

Cons.  Dear  mistress,  my  life  is  yours  ! 

Queen.  My  honor,  yours ! 

Exit  Constance,  r.  1  e. 
Ye  blessed  saints  !  who  when  in  mortal  form,  felt  mortal  sufferings, 
have  pity  upon  mine. 

Enter  Page,  l.  1  e. 

Page.  Your  Majesty !  the  King  grows  impatient  of  your  long 
delay. 

Queen.  My  ladies  ! 

Page  crosses  to  r.  and  exits. 
Oh,  for  some  accident !  Nay,  I  could  pray  for  death,  rather  than 
the  public  shame  that  threatens.  Oh,  Buckingham,  Buckingham ! 
why  did  l  ever  meet  you  ? 

Enter  Richelieu,  in  state  roles,  l.  1  e. 

Rich.  May  it  please  your  Majesty;  the  King,  grown  angry  at 
your  absence,  deputes  me  to  conduct  you  to  the  Ball. 

Queen.  ( proudly )  The  entertainment  being  for  my  pleasure,  bis 
Majesty  should  not  feel  annoyed  at  waiting  my  convenience. 

Rich.  The  King  is  desirous  of  seeing  your  attire  sparkling  with 
the  jewels  he  presented  to  you. 

Queen.  ’Tis  something  new,  to  find  a  churchman  take  such 
interest  in  a  lady’s  toilette. 

Rich,  (with  double  meaning)  What  can  your  Majesty  say  or  do 
that  Richelieu  does  not  feel  an  interest  in  ? 

Queen.  ( haughtily )  Sir? 

Rich.  ( threateningly )  And  you  know'  the  King’s  weakness  of 
temper.  He  sets  such  a  value  on  those  studs  of  yours—  that  their 
concealment,  exchange,  or  loss,  might  ruin  you. 

Queen.  Ruin  me  !  ( contemptuously ) 

Rich.  Even  you.  Shall  1  be  so  bold  as  tell  your  Majesty,  that 
the  King  scarcely  values  your  head,  at  more  than  those  jewels : 
and  much  I  fear,  to  lose  the  one  were  to  endanger  the  other. 

Queen.  Dare  you  threaten  ? 
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Rich.  ( changing  his  manner)  I  would  rather  entreat  than  thi  eaten 
— were  not  Anne  of  Austria’s  heart  so  cold.  _ 

Queen,  (aside)  Surely ’tis  time  the  girl  returned.  Oh,  fatal  delay . 
Rich.  But  1  am  forgetting  his  Majesty’s  commands.  I  must 

conduct  you  to  him.  _ 

Queen.  Sir,  I  choose  my  own  escort,  and  must  dispense  with 

yours.  My  ladies ! 

Enter  Ladies,  with  Page,  r. 

Rich.  Shall  I  announce  your  Majesty? 

Queen.  You  know  your  duty,  I  my  station. 

(she  reaves  him  off  contemptuously  ;  he  looks  maliciously  at  her , 
then  smiling ,  as  sure  of  victory — exit  l.  1  e.  When  he  is  of 
Queen  looks  anxiously  hack  to  r,  clasping  her  hands) 

Queen,  (aside)  Constance,  my  only  friend,  heaven  speed  thee  ! 

Exit,  followed  by  Ladies,  l.  1  e. 


Scene  YI. — Magnificent  Saloon,  brilliantly  illuminated. 

Courtiers  and  Ladies  parading.  Band  heard  in  distant  rooms. 

Pages  are  going  to  and  fro.  Grand  flourish.  The  King  enters 

down  c.,  from  r.  u.  e .,  preceded  by  two  Pages,  who  bow  him  on, 

and  remain  on  either  side  of  c.  arches.  The  Guests  make  way, 

r.  and  n.,  and  all  bow  as  he  advances.  Rochefort  follows  the  King. 

King.  Well,  Rochefort,  what  say  you  ;  does  our  palace  deserve 
the  name  of  prison,  as  I  hear  it  bears  ? 

Roche.  Your  Majesty’s  calumniators,  would  shrink  abashed, 
were  they  but  witnesses  of  your  state. 

King.  You  have  travelled.  Is  our  Court  worthy  the  foreign 
dames,  who  honor  it  with  their  presence  to-night  ? 

Roche  Who  could  say  otherwise  ! 

King.  Egad — did  her  Majesty  but  know  wliat  pains  we  take  to 
win  her  smiles,  methinks  she  would  not  be  so  tardy.  I  am  in 
such  high  spirits  to-night,  that  I  could  almost  forgive  her  coldness 
and  haste  to  summon  her  myself — eh  ! 

Roche.  Her  Majesty’s  coldness  must  disappear  before  your 
Majesty’s  genial  warmth.  Sire,  the  Cardinal  approaches. 

Enter  Richelieu,  k.  u.  e. 

King.  Well,  Cardinal,  where  is  your  fair  charge  ? 

Rich.  Your  Majesty,  I  but  precede  her. 

King.  ’Tis  well,  (he  saunters  round  the  room  addressing  one  or 
two  of  the  Ladies) 

Rich,  (anxiously  to  Rochefort)  Well,  Rochefort,  the  studs !  the 
jewels  !  Have  you  them  ? 

Roche.  I  hastened  to  meet  Lady  de  Winter,  but  reached  the  place 
appointed  only  in  time  to  see  them  torn  from  her,  by  the  ruffian 
we  met  in  Calais. 

Rich.  ( enraged )  They  are  not  lost ! 

Roche.  I  arrived  at  the  moment  he  was  escaping  with  his  prize. 
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Rich.  ( anxiously )  Well,  Rochefort,  well ! 

Roche.  Unable  to  arrest  his  steps,  we  fired  on  him  ;  he  fell. 

Rich.  And  you  secured  the  diamonds,  eli  ? 

Roche.  The  hand  being  shattered  that  held  them,  the  jewels  fell 
to  the  ground.  Having  regained  them,  Lady  de  Winter  will  entrust 
them  to  no  one  but  yourself. 

Rich.  Good,  good  !  Bring  her  hither,  good  Rochefort.  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  the  Queen  must  fall.  She  has  thwarted  me  too  long — ha,  ha  ! 
’tis  time. 

Page.  ( advances ,  u.  u.  e.)  “  The  Queen.’’ 

The  Qceen  enters ,  n.  u.  e.  attended  by  her  Ladies — King  advances 
to  meet  her ,  c.,  and  comes  towards  front  with  her. 

King.  Welcome,  my  beauteous  Anne!  (Queen  throughout  the  scene 
betrays  anxiety) 

Rich.  Thrice  welcome,  your  Majesty;  excelling  not  only  in 
rank,  but  beauty  t 

Queen.  My  lord  Cardinal  has  laid  aside  the  churchman  for  the 
courtier! 

King.  You  don’t  know  all  the  elegant  courtesies  his  Eminence 
is  capable  of. 

Queen.  ( pointedly )  ’Tis  not  long  since  I  had  some  experience  of 
his  excessive  politeness. 

Rich.  ( sarcastically )  Your  Majesty  should  remember,  every 
minister  of  state  cannot  have  the  polish  of  a  Buckingham. 

Queen.  True — nor  the  person  ! 

King.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  My  Lord  Cardinal,  you  see  you  are  no  match 
for  the  Queen. 

Rich,  {aside)  We  shall  try  presently.  What  can  detain  Roche¬ 
fort  ? 

King,  {to  Queen)  Will  you  pass  through  the  rooms  ? 

Queen.  With  ail  my  heart,  {aside)  The  girl  returns  not,  and  by 
his  smile,  1  know  that  I  am  sacrificed,  {going  up  with  King) 

Rich,  {looking  of]  e.)  Ha  !  he  comes  !  Rochefort,  quick  !  quick  L 

Rochefort  conducts  in  Lady  de  Winter,  l.  1  e. 

Now,  the  studs,  have  you  them? 

Lady  W.  {giving  them)  They  are  here. 

Rich.  Lady,  1  am  your  debtor  for  life.  You  shall  now  see  your 
revenge  on  Buckingham — mine  on  the  Queen,  accomplished. 

King,  {up  stage  with  Queen)  Partners,  partners  !  Her  Majesty 
would  tread  a  measure,  {all  are  preparing  for  the  dance) 

Rich.  May  it  please  your  Majesty  ;  a  word  in  your  gracious  ear. 

Queen,  {aside)  Tis  to  remind  him  of  the  studs.  How  to  delay 
him.  {detaining  the  King  as  he  is  about  to  advance  to  Richelieu) 
Your  Majesty;  after  the  dance. 

King.  Right !  My  lord,  when  this  measure  is  over,  we  will 
hear  you. 

Rich.  At  once,  your  Majesty. 

Queen,  {gently  leading  him  back)  Your  gallantry.  Must  I  be 
neglected  ? 
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Kino,  (gallantly)  The  Queen  rules  to-night :  we  must  obey. 

Rich.  ’Tis  of  her  Majesty  that  I  would  speak. 

King,  (to  her)  Some  new  surprise  to  please  you,  doubtless,  lour 
Majesty  will  pardon  me.  (goes  to  Richelieu,  l.  c.) 

Queen,  (aside)  The  hour  is  come  !  and  Lad}r  de  Winter  here,  to 
witness  my  disgrace. — I  dare  not  speak  to  her. 

Rich,  (to  King)  Has  your  Majesty  forgotten  the  conditions  on 
which  this  Ball  was  given  ? 

King.  Conditions  !  (recollecting)  You  remind  me  :  the  diamond 
studs - 

Rich.  Which  the  Queen  does  not  wear. 

King.  Is’t  possible?  Ho!  silence,  there!  (music  ceases)  Stir 
not — speak  not !  (the  Rkomenadeus  suddenly  stop  and  group  round 
hack  of  stage — looking  in  anxious  surprise  at  the  Principals ,  mho  are 
in  front) 

Queen,  (advancing,  r  )  What  means  this  ? 

King.  Madam,  you  shall  know  :  the  jewels  that  were  to  adorn 
you  this  night,  you  have  neglected  to  wear;  I  would  know  the 
reason  ? 

Queen,  (in  trepidation)  Your  Majesty  ;  is  this  a  time  or  place 
for  sucli  a  question  ? — After  the  dance. 

Rich,  (to  King)  She  prevaricates. 

King.  I  demand  an  instant  answer. 

Queen.  I  am  a  Queen,  and  will  not  be  interrogated. 

King.  No  evasion — where  are  they? 

Queen.  Must  I  be  questioned  like  a  criminal  ? 

King,  (enraged)  A  guard  there  !  Answer  me — where  are  they? 

Queen.  Where  should  they  be? 

Rich,  (openly  accusing  her)  Or  rather  say,  where  should  they 
not  be.  (Queen  staggers  to  arm  chair,  r.  c.)  Her  Majesty  is  unwell, 
let  me  answer  for  her.  They  should  not  be  in  the  possession  of 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  as  they  now  are — worn  doubtless  to  the 
surprise  of  the  English  court  and  dishonour  of  ours. 

King.  Oh,  treason  !  My  lord  Cardinal,  know  you  what  you  say? 
You  have  no  proof  of  such  monstrous  guilt. 

Rich,  (shoioing  two  studs  given  him  by  Lady  de  Winter)  Behold 
my  evidence  !  These  two  taken  from  the  Duke’s  own  hands. 

King.  By  whom  ? 

Rich.  ( presenting  Lady  de  Winter)  Lady  de  Winter,  who  this 
day  arrived  from  England  ! 

Queen,  (aside)  The  very  woman  that  I  trusted  most.  I  have  no 
friend — I  doubt  e’en  Constance,  now. 

King,  (with  emotion)  Her  guilt  is  too  clear.  Stand  from  around 
her.  Anne  of  Austria,  have  you  no  word  to  say  ! 

Queen,  (overwhelmed)  None  ! 

King.  You  confess  then  ? - 

Queen.  Nothing!  The  Cardinal  would  destroy  me,  his  purpose 
is  accomplished. 

Rich.  My  only  motive  was  to  serve  my  Royal  Master. 

King.  What  should  be  her  punishment,  who  false  to  her  oath, 
forgetful  of  her  honor,  betrays  her  husband,  and  her  king? 
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Rich.  That  wise  king,  Henry  of  England,  is  the  only  royal 
example  1  can  quote.  His  wife  betrayed  him  not  a  second  time. 

Kino.  His  was  an  example  we  do  not  scorn  to  imitate  ;  and  yet 
— what  say  you,  Richelieu  ? 

Rich,  (hypocritically)  I — I  cannot  answer,  I  cannot  plead  for 
her  forfeit  life?  Justice  forbids. 

King.  He  death  tiie  penalty  of  her  crime  !  ( all  appear  to  recoil , 
and  in  a  half-whisper  ejaculate  “Death”)  Ho  there!  A  guard! 

Athos,  Porthos,  Aramis,  D’Artagnan,  ancl  Others,  march  on,  c. 

from  r.,  in  the  magnificent  state  costume  of  the  Musketeer  Guard, 

Lady  de  Winter  remains  in  l.  corner. 

The  Queen  is  your  prisoner,  away  with  her  to  the  tower  of  Nesle ! 

(D’Artagnan,  whose  hand  is  hound  up  in  Buckingham' s  hand¬ 
kerchief,  the  corner  hanging  down  and  slightly  bloodstained, 
advances  to  left  of  chair  in  which  Queen  is  sitting — Aramis 
advancing  on  the  other  side  of  chair,  D’Artagnan  places  his 
wounded  hand  on  the  Queen's  wrist,  she  rises  indignantly  from 
chair  and  looks  in  his  face  with  a  glance  of  defiance,  he  meets 
her  gaze  steadily,  ancl  slowly  looking  down  to  Ids  hand ,  she 
follows  his  glance  and  recognizes  the  handkerchief,  they  instantly 
exchange  a  glance  of  intelligence ,  and  with  a  confident  cur 
weaves  them  off. 

Queen,  (r.  c.)  I  am  Queen  of  France  ;  who  is  my  accuser?  Is 
it  you,  my  lord  Cardinal ;  you,  whose  mission  should  be  of  mercy 
and  forgiveness.  I  throw  back  the  hateful  calumny  upon  my  honor 
and  accuse  you,  ay  you  !  and  charge  you  with  most  foul  conspiracy, 
not  only  against  me,  but  against  bis  Majesty,  the  King. 

Rich.  (l.  c-)  Too  slight  a  subterfuge  and  somewhat  late.  As 
you  say,  madam,  my  mission  is  of  mercy.  I  accuse  you  not. 
(shews  studs )  But  these  are  merciless  witnesses - 

Queen.  Of  my  innocence,  stolen  as  they  have  been  by  some 
agent  of  your  own.  Can  your  Majesty  be  the  dupe  of  so  shallow 
an  artifice?  Can  you  forget,  that  you  saw  that  woman,  so  short  a 
time  since  in  my  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible  she  could  have  been 
to  London  and  back  by  now  ? 

King.  By  St.  Denis  !  I  remember.  ’Tis  true. 

Rich,  (aside)  Malediction !  I  have  overreached  myself,  (re¬ 
covering  his  self-possession)  If  so  where  then  are  the  other  ten  studs  ? 

Queen,  (rapidly  glances  at  D’Artagnan  who  assures  her)  In  my 
cabinet. 

Rich,  (looks  at  Lady  de  Winter,  who  inplies  “  ’Tis  not  so”)  If  her 
Majesty  will  deign  to  produce  them,  all  doubts  will  be  removed. 
(Queen  turns  towards  hack) 

King.  Stay  !  Let  no  one  move.  I  myself  will  search. 

Exit ,  r.  u.  E. 

Queen,  (scornfully)  A  royal  office,  truly,  (casts  a  look  of  contempt 
at  Richelieu  and  then  turning  unseen  by  him  to  D’Artagnan 
enquires  anxiously)  You  have  not  deceived  me  ? 
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Rich,  [aside)  What  juggling  is  this  ?  She  cannot  have  recovered 
them. 

D’Art.  I  think  the  Queen  wins  this  time.  (Richelieu  starts ) 

King  returns  enraged. 

King.  Madam,  this  is  some  paltry  excuse  to  escape  the  doom 
you  so  well  deserve.  You  know  your  cabinet  does  not  contain  the 
gems. 

Rich.  ( confidently )  I  told  your  Majesty. 

Constance  runs  in,  it.  u.  e.,  down  c.,  kneels,  presenting  the  ten  studs, 

without  casket,  to  King. 

Cons.  Are  these  the  studs  your  Majesty  requires  ? 

King.  The  same,  by  St.  Denis.  My  rage  must  have  blinded  me. 

( the  Queen  clasps  her  hands  in  thankfulness ) 

Rich.  ( enraged ,  aside )  A  million  tortures  ! 

D’Art.  ( aside  to  Richelieu)  My  ten  of  diamonds  has  beaten 
your  two. 

Queen,  (r.  c.)  Is  your  Majesty  convinced ? 

King.  ( approaching  her )  Oh  !  pardon  me ;  I  yet  will  make 
amends.  My  Lord  Cardinal,  why  have  you  dared  to  trifle  with 
us  thus  ? 

Rich.  ( apologetically )  T— I - 

King.  Who  is  this  dishonest  woman  that  has  dared  to  plot 
against  our  consort  ? 

Atiios.  {advancing from  Musketeers,  with  a  shade  before  his  eyes ) 
Your  Majesty,  let  me  answer  that.  (Lady  de  Winter  utters  a 
shriek ,  and  recoils  from  him) 

King  and  Rich.  ( looking  from  Atiios  to  Lady  de  Winter)  You  ! 
— Lady  de  Winter  l 

Atiios.  Not  Lady  de  Winter ;  but  a  spy  of  his  Eminence  the 
Cardinal’s ;  Blanche  de  Brugnonne  ;  Countess  d’Arderre  ;  a  branded 
felon ;  the  murderer  of  St,  Quentin ;  and  the  mother  of  that  girl, 
whom  she  deserted. 

King.  And  you  are  ? - 

Atiios.  Her  deceived,  disgraced  husband,  (goes,  r.) 

Lady  W.  The  husband  that  I  wronged  !  the  child  that  I 
abandoned — confirm  my  downfall. 

King.  She  shall  be  punished. 

Cons.  ( throwing  herself  at  Queen’s  feet)  Ah,  madam,  forgive — 
protect  her — she  is  my  mother  ! 

Queen,  (to  King)  For  my  sake,  spare  her,  ( entreats  King) 

Lady  W.  My  child  !  and  now  she  prays  for  me.  Lead  me  to 
prison — where  you  will :  there  is  no  punishment  can  equal  this. 

King,  (to  Atiios)  Name  you  the  penalty  of  her  guilt. 

Atiios.  (r.  corner)  Let  the  cloister  be  her  jail,  her  conscience  her 
accuser,  and  remorse  her  penance. 

King.  Be  it  so  :  Hence  with  her ! 

She  is  led  off  by  two  of  the  Musketeers,  l.  1  e. 
Rochefort !  if  your  head  be  seen  within  our  kingdom  after  sunrise, 
’twill  be  to  ornament  our  city’s  gates. 


THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS. 


60 


SC.  VI.] 


Roche.  ( bjows ,  and  aside)  Damnation  ! 

D’Art.  (l.,  aside  to  him)  “  He  cool,  be  cool !  You  should  take 
these  matters  coolly.”  (Rochefort  eyes  him ) 

Porthos  advances  with  two  Musketeers,  who  escort  Rochefort 
of — Porthos  remains. 


Port,  (to  D’Aktagnan)  Your  fair  hostess  is  a  widow.  Shall  I 
tell  her  ? 

D’Art.  Not  now. 


King.  My  lord  Cardinal,  your  absence  from  Court  will  need  no 
excuse  for  the  future,  (goes  up  c.,  as  Richelieu  bows  abjectedly) 
D’Art.  ( aside  to  him)  Your  Eminence,  the  Queen  has  won. 
1  ou’re  a  great  gamester,  but  you  have  lost  this  time. 

Cardinal  eyes  him  scornfully ,  and  exits  proudly ,  l.  1  e. 
King.  ( c.,  to  Queen)  Let  me  restore  these  gems. 

Queen.  Now  doubly  bright!  A  token  ol  your  forgiveness. 
King.  But  be  more  careful  of  them  for  the  future. 

D’Art.  )  ,t  . 

Athos.  rHem! 

D’Art.  Bob,  you  may  rest  quiet  now !  But  be  ever  ready  to 
leap  forth  in  defence  of  woman’s  fame. 

Athos.  And  the  honor  of  the  Musketeers  !  (grand  flourish) 
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COSTUMES. 

Period — Louis  XIII ",  1625. 

King. — First  Dress :  Black  velvet  doublet,  open  sleeves,  showing 
white  under  sleeve  and  full  shirt  at  waist,  full  trunks  wide  and 
loose  at  the  knees,  black  circular  cloak  with  star,  broad  sword 
belt  and  sword,  large  lace  collar,  black  morocco  bucket  boots  with 
point  lace  tops,  full  ringlet  wig,  moustache  curling  upwards,  and 
imperial,  hat  and  feathers.  Second  Dress :  Splendid  crimson  and 
gold  lace  doublet  and  trunks,  purple  velvet  cloak,  purple  velvet 
and  ermine  cap. 

Richelieu. — First  Dress :  Scarlet  robe  with  small  red  buttons 
down  the  front,  scarlet  caul  cap,  small  white  ermine  cape,  blue 
ribbon  and  silver  cross,  iron  grey  hair,  moustache  and  imperial, 
vandyck  cuffs.  Second  Dress:  Puce  velvet  travelling  suit,  blue 
velvet  surcoat  trimmed  with  silver,  boots,  spurs,  '  slouch  hat. 
Third  Dress :  .Same  as  first,  with  scarlet  mantle. 

Buckingham. — Purple  velvet  doublet  with  row  of  jewelled 
buttons  down  the  front,  white  satin  aiguelettes  at  shoulders, 
white  satin  breeches,  purple  leather  high  boots,  Spanish  hat  and 
feather,  moustache  and  imperial,  long  hair,  plain  travelling  cloak. 

Rochefort. — First  Dress:  Richly  trimmed  doublet  (showing 
shirt  at  waist),  doublet  and  trunks,  slouch  hat  and  feather,  riding 
boots  and  cloak,  black  hair,  and  pale  face. 
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De  Trevjlle. — Crimson  and  gold  doublet,  trunks,  and  cloa  , 
steel  gorget,  grey  hair,  &c.,  liat  and  feathers. 

Athos.— Light  blue  coat,  gilt  buttons  down  the  front,  aiguelettes 
of  gold  lace,  broad  sword  belt  and  long  rapier,  high  boo  , 
hat  and  feather.  Second  Dress:  Handsome  scarlet  8  ^  1 
blue,  steel  cuirass  and  morion,  moustache  and  beaid,  pa  e  e< 
and  dejected  air. 

Poethos  .—First  Dress :  “Tight  bluejacket,  rather  faded  and 
worn,  over  which  hung  a  splendid  shoulder  belt  emlnoic  eic<- .  , 
gold,  a  long  crimson  mantle  tell  gracefully  oaci  bis  i5 10  ’ 

exposing  to  view  the  costly  belt,  to  which  was  appended  a  rapid 
of  gigantic  length.”  Second  Dress  :  Same  as  Athos. 

Aramis. — “  A  young  man  about  twenty  or  twenty-tv  o,  vvi tli  a 
mild  ingenuous  aspect,  eyes  dark  and  tender,  bis  thin  mous  ac  nos 
formed  above  his  upper  lip  a  perfect  arch.  It  was  Ins  mood  to 
speak  but  seldom  and  slowly,  to  bow  frequently, > to  laugh  silently, 
and  so  as  to  exhibit  his  small  white  teeth,  of  which,  as  well  as  ot 
his  whole  person,  he  seemed  to  take  particular  care.  ’  X  vrst  ana 
Second  Dress :  Same  as  Athos. 

I) ’  A kt agn a n. — First  Dress :  Maroon  doublet  with  buff  leather 
sleeves  open  in  front,  showing  shirt  at  girdle,  brown  fu  ti lints, 
maroon  tights,  brown  silk  garters  (below  the  knee),  ends  hanging 
down,  white  cloth  cap,  long  rapier,  buff  shoes  and  spurs,  large 
brown  cloak,  small  plain  collar  to  shirt.  Second  Dress  :  blue  over 
coat.  Third  Dress :  Full  uniform  of  the  Musketeers,  same  as 
Athos,  &c. 

Boniface. — Full  tunic  of  brown  cloth,  with  open  sleeves,  showing 
yellow  under  sleeve,  yellow  vest  and  stockings,  brown  full  trunks, 
shoes,  grey  scalp  wig,  and  plain  trencher  cap. 

Pouchet— Drab  vest  and  trunks,  grey  stockings,  shirt  sleeves, 
white  apron,  shoes,  red  cap. 

Le  Tour.— Slate  coloured  tunic  and  trunks,  boots,  gorget  and 
sash,  long  hair,  slouch  hat. 

Se adrift. — Blue  frock  and  trunks,  gi'ey  stockings,  buff  shoes. 

Jacques.— Blouse  and  plain  trunks,  grey  stockings,  and  shoes. 

Peasants. — Blouses,  plain  doublets,  &c. 

Courier. — Plain  riding  coat,  slouch  hat,  high  boots,  spurs,  and 
whip. 

Anne. _ First  dress :  Pink  satin  under  dress,  short  waisted  open 

dress  jewelled  and  embroidered,  open  sleeves  shewing  pink  under 
sleeve*  rich  lace  collar  falling  over  the  shoulders,  small  cuils 
round  the  forehead,  ringlets.  Second  dress:  Purple  robe  embroi¬ 
dered  with  large  fleur-de-lys,  and  edged  with  ermine,  small  jewelled 
crown. 

Constance — White  silk  open  dress,  short  full  sleeves  trimmed 
with  blue  ribbon,  small  round  curls  and  ringlets. 

Ladies. — Handsome  short  waisted  double  dresses. 
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uile./iin  O'Do- 
linco  Dorus 
y  aft  er  V  •  I  I :  o 

Liu.  c  tne  Wi-a 
il>  Hoy  Macgregor 
dphegor 
Tarantula 
II  that  Glitters  is 
ot  (fold 

jgh  Life  B’low  Stairs 
>in bastes  Furioso 
*  posit  on 
hainbra 


VOLUME  4. 
r  Roger  deCoverlcy 
he  Ladies’  Hattie 
\partnu  ntsf”  Visi- 
ors  to  the  Exlnbi- 
ion,  Ac. 
leap  Excursion 
'Oman’s  Love 
*»t  Coach 
re  Eater  [Change 
oy thing  for  a 
inishaw,  Bagshaw, 
uid  Bradshaw 
>oth-athe 
iffy  Godiva 
age  lo 

ary  Queen  of  Scots 
avers’  Quarrels 
irnenter  of  Rouen 

VOLUME  5. 
inline 

ol  as  a  Cucumber 

apeless  Passion 
►me  of  Speculation 
nrmprrtg  Legacy 


Or  in  Volumes ,  at 

69  Counter  Attractions 

70  I’ve  Eaten  myFriend 

71  Tender  Precautions 

72  Harlequin  Hogarth 

73  Box  and  Cox 

74  Willow-PatfernPlate 

75  Organic  Affection 

VOLUME  6. 

76  Duel  in  the  Dark 

77  Kiss  in  the  Dark 

78  Cherry  and  Fair  Star 

79  Corsican  Brothers 

80  Our  Clerks  [tuaes 

81  Matrimonial  Pros  pec* 

82  El  llyder  [Hercules 

83  Twelve  Labours  of 

84  WlmS  ole  the  Pocket 
81  Wit.ikind  [Book? 
80  Lost  Husband 

8?  King  of  the  Alps 

88  G.inem 

89  Taking  by  Storm 

90  Very  Suspicious 

VOLUM  E  7. 

91  T  nit  the  Stage 

92  It  ose  of  Ft; rick  Vale 

93  Unwarrantable  In¬ 

trusion 

94  Binks  the  Bagman 

95  Miller  of  Whetstone 

96  *•  Matrimonial,"  &c. 

97  Subterfuge.  The 

98  Sink  or  Swim 

99  Writing  on  the  Wall 

100  John  Dobbs  [n  ass 

101  Son  of  the  Wilder- 

102  Drunkard  [nuirid 

103  Diairi'iml  Cut  Dia- 

104  Gale  Bieezely 

105  Master  Passion 

VOLUME  8. 

106  Prinia  Donna 

107  Wanted. lOoOYoung 
Tvl  illiners 

108  Macbeth  Travestie 

1 09  Critic 

i’.O  Slasher  and  Crasher 

111  Not  a  Bad  Judge 

112  Woman  I  Adore 

l!  13  Box  and  Cox  Mar¬ 
ried  and  Settled 
Ijl  1  Mysterious  Lady 
LI 5  .My i Precious  Betsy 
It  1 6  Capital  Match 
li7  House  Out  of  Win¬ 
dows 

ITS  Betsy  Baker 

119  Gotobed  Tom 

120  Jenkinses 


VOLUME  9. 

121  Phenomenon  in  a 
Smock  Frock 

122  Harlequin Hudibras 

123  - Cherry 

121  Loan  of  a  Lover 
125  Good  Woman  iu  the 

Wood 

I2r>  Leo  the  Terrible 
J27  Bold  Or:i  toons 

128  ,'jvwa*  1 

129  Wnere  there’s  a 
Will  there’s  a  Way 

130  Gi'ueroy  [Danger 

131  Your  Life's  in 

1 32  Macbeth 

133  Violet 

134  Louis  XI.  [£ii 

135  To  Paris  &  Bark  u*r 


•w.,1 


VOLUME  10. 

136  Obstinate  Family 


7s.  each ,  Post  Free. 

140  Raffaelle  the  Re¬ 
probate 

141  Buckstone’s  Ascent 
ofMount  Parnassus 

142  Stage  Struck 

143  Elopementsin  High 
Life,  18. 

144  Desperate  Game 

145  Uncle  Crotchet 

146  Ladies  at  Home 

147  Hamlet  Travestie 

148  A.  S.  S. 

119  Fast  Train  [Pai! 

150  Maid  with  Milking 
VOLUME  11. 

151  Tiyingiton 

152  Gold  *’<** 

153  Mob  Cap 
151  Lawyers 

155  Sardanapalus,  Is. 

156  Mappings  and  Table 
Movings 

157  Handsomellusband 

158  Times 

159  Shvloek  [the  Tiger 

160  P.P.,  or  the  Man  & 

161  Going  to  Chobliarn 

162  Acis  and  Galatea 

163  My  First  Fit  of  the 

Gout  [Lady 

164  Locked  in  with  a 

165  Somebody  Else 
VOLUME  12. 

166  DonCaesardeBazaii 

167  Chesterfield  Tliin- 
skin 

168  Fountain  of  Beauty 

169  Ilott  1  Charges  [pic 

170  Camp  at  the  Olym - 

17 1  Curious  Case 

172  Midas 

173  Li  tie  Toddlekins 

174  Egyptian,  Is. 

175  Whitebai  utGreen- 

wich  [Business 

176  Pretty  Piece  of 

177  Bachelor  of  Arts 

1 7 S  Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin 

179  Miller  of  Derwent 

180  Pet  of  the  Public 
VOLUME  13. 

181  To  Paients  &  Guar- 
d'nns  [!la.ppy 

182  How  to  make  Hume 

183  Hope  of  the  Family 

184  Cure  for  Love 

185  Nice  Firm 

IS6  Once  Upon  a  Time 
'There  Were  Two 
Kings 

187  Lancers 
ISS  First  Night 

189  Ladies’ Club 

190  Perfection 

1.91  Plot  and  Passion 

192  Ranelagh 

193  Richard  the  Third 

194  Invasion  of  Russia 

195  Sea  of  Ice  (The) 

VOLUME  14. 

196  Away  with  Melan¬ 
choly  [Dinah 

197  Wi  likind  and  hys 

198  Good  Run  for  it 

199  No.  1,  Round  the 
Corner  [Cup 

200  Storm  in  a  Tea, 

201  Ja.'obj'e  (The)  ' 

202  V a r tied  U ti- married 
5L3  Broken  Toys 

204  Louise  rle  LigneroHos 

AT _ 


“by  Post,  .3 

207  Deaf  as  a  Pos*  * 

208  To  Oblige  Benson 

209  Fellies  of  a  Night 

210  Family  Jars 

VOLUME  15. 

211  Mr.  Buckstone’s 
Voyage  Round  th* 
Globe 

212  Lord  Bateman’s 
Overland  Journey 

213  Faust  and  Margue- 
rite 

214  Marble  Heart,  Is. 

215  Knights  of  tbs 
Round  Table,  Is. 

216  Rent  Day  (The) 

217  From  Village  to 
Court  [the  Clouds 

218  Sunshine  through 

219  Waitingfor  an  Om¬ 
nibus 

220  Courier  of  Lyons 

221  Heads  or  Tails  ? 

222  Alcestis,  Travestie 

223  Old  Chateau 

224  Eustache 

225  As  Like  as  Two  Peas 

VOLUME  16. 

226  Fish  out  of  Watei 

227  Moving  Tale 

228  3en  Bolt. 
229LnnelyM  anofOeean 

230  FalseandConstant 

231  MyFri.mdihe  Major 

232  Eron  Boy 

233  Blighted  Being 

234  Living  (on  Fast 

235  Soj  Ilia’s  Sup]  er 

236  Field  of  40  Foot- 
*37  Avalanche  [»  eps 

238  Object  of  Interest 

239  Bona  FideTravel- 
240Honeymm>n  [Iws 

VOLUME  17. 

2ll  Balance  of  Comfort 
242  Court  ofOheron. 
24311  arleqn  BlueBeard 

244  Sailor  of  Franco. 

245  Yellow  Dwarf 

246  Bottle  (The) 

2 17  Railway  Belle 
2  48  A  bon  II  assail 

249  Aggravating  Sara 

250  Rough  Diamond 

2  51  Good  for  Nothing 

252  Tit  for  Tat 

253  Good  Little  Wife 

254  OppositeNeighbors 
255TlireeMusketeorsla 

VOLUME  18. 

256  Wonderful  Woman 

257  My  Wife’s  Diary 
2 5  8  M  y  Ne  i  g  h  bo  1 1  r  s  W  ife 

259  Secret  Agent 

260  Game  of  Romps 

261  Take  thalGirlAwny 
262Cindeiella(i >pera  Is 

263  Es  in  e  r  a  Id  a  ( 1)  ra  ma) 

264  Muleteeruf  Toledo 

265  Romeo  and  Juliet 

266  Clnckmaker’s  Hat 

267  MRerofshoreditch 
263  Delicate  Ground 

269  Guy  Mannering 

270  Cajjt.  of  the  Watch 
VOLUM  El  9. 

271  Golden  Branch 
~~ 2  Beauty  and  Beast 
273  Blue  Beard-]  Locks 

27  ii'iii  lOnewithGoldea 
2 75  Cymon  and  ljJii- 


ilxiience  ea  r  ll— Post-free,  2  m  of  all  Bookseller 


279  Kinc  (  hn rilling 

280  King  of'  Peacocks 
2bl  FrinceH appyLand 
2b2Thesens  &  Ariadne 

283  Sleeping  Beauty 

284  Queen  ol' the  Frogs 

285  Bee  &  Orange  Tree 
VOLUME  20. 

2S6  Married  Daughters 
2s7  Birds  Aristophanes 
288  Drama  at  Home 
280  Golden  Fleece 
200  Graciesa  &  Percinet 

291  Hold  your  Tongue 

292  Two  in  the  Morning 

293  My  Great  Aunt 
•294  My  Heart’s  idol 
295  Grist  to  the  Mill 
29(5  Irish  Post 

2.97  Pride  ofthe  Mai  ret 
29*QueenMary’sBo  er 

299  Cabinet  Question 

300  Lo«t Ship 
VOLUME  21 

301  Court  Beauties 

302  Village  Tale 

303  Ronifuntic  idea 

304  Beggar’s  Opera 


305 
30  > 

307 

308 

309 

310 
3!  1 


Only  a  Clod 
Seven  Champions 
Enchanted  Forest 
M istress  of  the  Mill 
First  of  May 
Day  of  Reckoning 
Wild  Ducks 
812  Dream  of  Future 

313  Chain  of  Events 

314  Lady  in  Difficulties 

315  Promotion 
VOLUM  E  22 

310  Morning  Cali 
317  Havmarket  Spring 
Meeting 

313  Too  Much  ofaGood 
Thing  [Deep 

Still  Wa'ers  Bun 
Henry  the  Eighth 
Garrick  Fever 
BucksUne’s  Ad¬ 
venture  with  a 
Polish  Princess 
Dowager 
Young  Widow 
Helping  Hands 
Stranger  [Getting 
How  Stout  You're 
She  Would  and 
She  Would  Not 
Only  a  Halfpenny 


319 
Sit) 
321 
3  22 


S23 
3  24 
325 
320 

327 

328 


329 


348  Heir  at  Law 
319  Evadne 

350  Spring  andAutumn 

351  20  Minutes  with  a 

352  White  Cat  [Tiger 
353Catching  aMermaid 

354  Give  a  Dog  a  Bad 

355  CozyCouple[Name 

356  Queen  of  Spades 

357  Discreet  Princess 

358  £5  Reward 

359  Twice  Killed  [fairs 

360  Uigent  Private  Af- 
VOLUME  25 

361  Mephistopheles 

362  Old  HouseatHome 

363  JealousWife 

364  Merchant  of  Venice 

365  John  Jones 

366  Great  Gun  Trick 

367  Child  of  Regiment 

368  ChevalierSt  George 

369  Comedy  &  Tragedy 

370  SheStoopstoCorupi! 

371  Returnof  Wanderer 
Wonder 

Prince  for  an  Hour 
Peter  Wilkins 
As  You  Like  It 
VOLUME  26. 

376  Victor  Vanquished 

377  Lucky  Horse  Shoe 

378  Jersey  Girl 

379  Done  on  BothSides 

380  loYeareLabourLosi 
3',1  DumbManManch- 
332  Evil  Genius  [ester 
3*3  Crown  Prince 

38f  Gtralda  [of  Woman 
3S5  Riga ts  and  Wrongs 

386  Fanner’s  naughtet 

387  In  lor  a  Hmyda.) 
3b8  Romance  under 

Difficulties 
3S9  Paddy  Carey 

390  O’Flamtigan  and 
the  Fairies 
VOLUME  27. 

391  RetriiHitii-n 


330  Mountain  Sylph 
VOLUME  23 


331  Black  Doctor 

332  Jack  She.  pard 


333 
33  1 

335 

336 

337 

338 
33!) 
340 


341 

542 

343 

3H 

345 


372 

375 

374 

375 


3u2  Conjugal  Lesson. 


346 

H7 


Dumb  Belle 
Hamlet 

Sergeant’s  Vv  ife 
My  Wife’s  Mother 
Who  Speaks  First 
Black  Ey'd  Susan 
Four  Sisters 
Man  of  Many 
Friends  [ment 

Petticoat  G<  veru- 
Wandering  Mins- 
Noemie  [trel 

Waterman 
Little  Treasure 
VOLUME  24. 

Don’t  JudgebyAp- 

Slow  Man[pearance 


393  Medea,  (vidua) 

394  Fascinating  Itidi- 

395  Schuol  for  Scan  ial 

396  i  wo  Heads  better 

397  Irish  Doctor  (titan  1 

398  Match  Making 

399  Loosed  Out 

400  Prisouerof  War 

4  ti  Pizarro  [than  One 
40*2  More  Blunders 

403  Tufelhausen 

404  Lady  of  the  Came- 

405  O  hello  (litas 
VOLUME  28 

406  Perdita  [Drean 

407  Midsummet  Night 

408  Man  wiihlronMgsu 

409  Second  Love 

410  Busy  Body  (Time- 

411  I’ll  Write  to  the 
■412  Doing  the  Hansom 
413  Bride  of  Lamer- 
41  l  White  Farm  (mom 

415  Ben  the  Boatswain 

416  Sent  to  the  Tower 
41?  Our  Wife 

418  Bamboozling 

419  Monsieur  Jacques 

420  Lucille 

volume  29. 

421  Young&Haudsomt 


448 

449 

450 


422  Harlequin  Aladdin 

423  Conrad  and  Medora 

424  Family  Failing(A) 

425  Crinoline 

426  Captains  not  aMisa 

427  Housekeeper 
428Night  atXottinJfHill 

429  Bird  in  the  Hand, 
worth  two  in  toe  Bush 

430  Jews  Daughter 
43)  Ruth  Oakley 
432DumbMaidofGenoa 

433  Fraud  &  itsVictims 

434  Angel  or  Devil 

435  Gwynneth Vaughan 
VOLUME  30 

43f)Life’sTrial[therhead 
437MyFriendfrom  Lea- 
438  Queen  of  Arragon 
439Spleii.'lid  Investment 
440  Lend  me  5s. 

44  1  Castle  Spectre 
442KiugO’i’oolesGoose 

443  Lord  Lovell  and 
Nancy  Bell 

444  Don’t  Lend  your 
Umbrella 

445  Wicked  Wife 

446  Quiet  Family  (A 

447  Charles  2nd. 

Atatanta 

Momentous  Question 
Robert  Macau  re 
VOLUME  31 

45 1  Double  Faced  People 

452  FearfulTragedy,  in 
453 Douglas  [the7Dials 
454  Governors  Wife 

Kinsr  1. ear  f  his  Castle 
Englishman’s  House  is 
Bearllu  titers  ( Monkey 
Jack  Robinson  &  his 
459Robertthe  Devil(Opera) 
4  )0  Lugarto  the  Mulatto 

461  My  Son  Diana 

462  Husband  'or  an  Hour 

4 53  Sarah’s  Young  Man 
464  Lillian  Gervaise 

Sarah  the  Creole 
VOLUME  32. 

Marie  Ducange 
Jenny  Foster 
Wilful  Murder 

469  Omnibus  (The,) 

470  Rakes  Progress 
47!  Loves  Telegraph 

472  Norma  (Opera. ils 

473  Venice  Preserved 

474  Misantello  (Olympic 

475  Victims 
Jeannette’s  Wedding 
W  i  I  lilt  in  Te !  1 T  r  a  vest  ie 
F red-rick  of  Prussia 
Marble  Bride 
Was  1  to  Blame? 

VOLUME  33. 
ct.  Mary’s  Eve 
Friend  Waggles 
Michael  Erie 
Martha  \V illis 
Nothing  to  N urse 

486  Leading  Strings 

487  Sudden  Thoughts 

488  Rivals. 

489  Drapery  Question 

490  A  Serious  Affair 

491  Two  Gay  Deceivers 
J  ewess 

Lady  of  the  Lake. 
Oliver  Twist 


455 

456 
1)7 
458 


465 


466 

467 

468 


476 

477 
47 ) 

479 

480 


481 
4  82 
483 
481 
485 


492 

493 

494 


VOLUME  84, 

498  Ellen  Warehara 
497  Brother  Ben 
49S  Take  Care  of  D( 

499  What  will  they 
Brompton 

500  London  Assurati 

50 1  Lalla  Rookh 

502  Unfinished  Gen! 

503  Boots  at  the  Sw( 

504  Harlequin  Now 

505  Dead  Shot 

506  Irish  Tiger 

507  Day  well  Spent 

508  Core  for  Heart  . 

509  Wandering  Boy 

5 10  Lady  of  Lyons  Tt^ 

VOLUME  35 

511  Love  Knot 
5l2Mueh  ado  abontN 

51 3  Ticklish  '1  ime* 

51 4  Lucky  Hit  (A) 

515  Faint  Heau  < 

won  Fair  Lad 

516  Double  Dnmm 

517  Spectre  Bridegt 
5)8  Birth  Place  <  f  1 
519  Crossing  the  Lit 
5?0  Children  oflhe  < 
521  Nothing  veniui 

nothing  win 
522Fra  Diavolo  Bn: 

523  Margaret  Cater 

524  My  Wiles  Dent 

525  Schoolfellows 

VOLUME  36 

526  Marriage  a  Lot 

527  Your  Likeness 
Shilling 

528  Pinto  and  "rose 

529  Samuel  in  Sear. 
531)  Twelfth Xinoi  H 
53  i  Dnibifitl  Victor 

532  Stock  Exchange 

533  Bride  of  Ahyda 
(Burlesque) 


DOUGLAl 
J  E  II  R  O  L  ] 
PLAYS  Is. 
Tune  Works  Wand 
Heart  of  Gold 
Bubbles  of  the  Day 
Catspaw 
St.  Cupid 

Gertrude’s  CheriL»(t 
Gipsy  of  Derncleugh1 
Retired  from  Busmc 


ecu 


495  Pair  of  Pigeons  (A 


Si.rpenc 
City  Friends 
Elder  Brother 
Belphegur  Tiaveati, 
Dred. 

Stolen  Kiss 
Barefaced  Imposter 
Manfred  i 

Shooting  the  Moon 
Obi,  ( Drama) 
Quadrupeds 
Love’s  Trial  (Play 
Sesostris  (T  raged  y ) 
Griselda  (Pay! 
Isolda  (Play) 
Oliver  Cromwell  (1 
Shakespeare  and  C 


One  Shill 
Lucretia  Borgia 
Abelard  and  He! 
Agnes  de  Vere 


